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FOR INDIGESTION / 

Acclaimed throughout 
Australia for swift, sure relief 
from acidity, flatulence, sour 
or nervous stomach, heart- 
burn, dyspepsia. 




Dear Sirs. ffi.nrurl tram leuer of 13/5/54) 

As vou know, ttitleteni tniniiries luive their own 
particular »uv nl preparing meals, wlucli are quit, 
different from whur tire is used to. resulting, aft 
ttmrs. in ufuir attach r/l indigestion 

I have tried icveral remedies in the cuutune.: I 
happened to be visirmg. These particular remedies 
diiln't give me the reliel I desired On arrival in 
Australia I tried voiir product — Qtitck-kze — which 
I can honestly say brought instant relief Irom pain. 

lours sinct'tel\. 
[Original an Wn (Sgd.t R. J. 67>..\7\ 

NO FUSS. NO MIXING— EAT LIKE SWEETS 

"Quickie' antacid tablets are a combination of FIVE 
active prescription! tor prompt relief 'from indigestion, 
flatulence, dyipepsift, heart-burn and acidity 

Thousand* throughout Australia can now testify to their 
amatiho, efficacy m fhe treatment of digestive disorders. 

Keep a packet with you, always, in pocket or purse — 
take one or two tablets after every meal and forget, for 
e3 H I time, those knite-thrus* chest pains ai indignation and 
the breath-catching burn of acidity- 
Eat what you like — drink what you tike — and complete 
your enjoyment with a refreshing, peppermint flavoured 
"Ouick-Eie" antacid taWet. 
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| JANUARY K. 195S 

FOLLOWING ON 
| FROM PHILLIP 

ON Wednesday. January 26, 167 years 
will have passed since Captain 
Arthur Phillip and his unhappy little band 
nf 76H convicts and their guards first set 
loot pn shore at Sydnev Cove. 

Never has a nation had a less auspicious 
beginning. 

Worn out by months of hardship at 
sea, and with hearts full of the despair of 
permanent exiles, that handful of convicts, 
who were Australia's forefathers, faced 
even greater hardships in following years. 

Stamation. disease, and a countryside 
which, to their English eyes, offered little 
but hank ugliness and topsy-turvy season: 
added to then rruserte: . 

Looking back from present-day pros- 
perity it's easy to wax sentimental about 
the First Fleetcrs and to feel that, in com- 
parison with their struggles. Australia'.* 
problems now arc solved. 
But are thev 

It's true starvation and scum- no longer 
threaten to wipe out the entire population 
And Australia is no longer a foreign land 
to most of its inhabitants. It's home, with 
all thr advantages that that implies. 

That docs not mean, however, that the 
qualities of endurance which founded this 
counlty are no longer needed. 

The world, as well as Australia, has 
changed vastly in the past 167 years. Isola- 
tionism is no longer possible. 

This year, with the building of the first 
nuclear reactor here, the atomic age, with 
its threats nf international conflict, will 
be brought right inside Australia's front 
door. 

U the country which Phillip and his 
men founded with such sweat and teats is 
to go on in peace and prosperity, each 
citizen will need some of Phillip's attrib- 
utes — Aijf ftigA sense of duty, his tolerance, 
and his faith tn the future. 
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Ftir in.il, Weft-ed relief tram 
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muM prove a bleating tr voa or 
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# Our cover girl, Pam McGee, has 
added spearnshing to her hobby of acting. 
Pam. who works in thr Commonwealth Hank, 
it a member ill the Sydney Independent 
Theatte. Thp picture was taken near Dobotoyd 
Point, Middle Harbor, by Jeff Carter, of West 
t.<>lii". N'-.tr SvHn.'i 

This week: 

# We do not claim that the fish in thr 
cookery section were caught by our cover 
girl, bur we do recommend thr recipes ant! 
endorse the conclusion of our Food and 
Cookery experts lha! lite bcji part af a good 
catch >. the enting of it. 

# The Duchess of Windsor's stnrv of the 
furnishing of their 1 7th - century mill 
u die first of three itutalmrnts telling rjf her 
nun and die Duke't ab.wrption in their la^L 

# This is a bumper issue for home 
dressmakeni As well as our normal 
urn-ires, pattern) arc available lor Man 
Hnrdrrns gingham Iroelu. In Drrss Sen»- 
vnu wilt hnd an intere^iing design with thr 
iii^'. elongated I >. 1 ■. i , »v 

\t'xl week: 

9 Marilvn Monroes story of her life 
concludes with the film star at the top of 

Mir (r<v rj! mii i rw, .i pnnilion the itil! rnj-A^ 

a» calilr* cell of wranEtline betwpen her ttxi&i 
and Jawvers on coniracu (or annual sum* that 
sound like lotteiv pri/ei 

# The .Snowy. Mountain* Hvdro-Elcrtric 
.Scheme, biggest project of its kind undei 
CUUiUUedcw in ihr world ai present. i« juit a 
name to moat Australians. Color pirurcs in 
Adelie fliirley, staff phoiograpber. and a aiory 
hy Isla Rrook will tell nf a weekend of adven- 
lure in the Souls') Mountains, an adventure 
(bared hv 21 ' other tuurist! 

I hey visitrd the nrwpsr, hii»he?r, and mo.si 
cntmnpolitan town in Australia, tlabramurr.i. 
which rivali Sydney's King's Cross tor the miis- 
ture uf languages heard there from pi-uplr ol 
22 nationalitin. There are -Hi married women 
and six single ones — -among +0(1 men ihere 
Cabramurra is 4900 fret itbove sea level Some 
of the children bom in the Snowy area will be 
grown up by the lime the work is completed— 
in 20 yean. One projrrt. Arianunaby dam. will 
be the second biggest earth and stone dam in 
the world 
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Ulcmisho 

A woap bi pur* in 

senile u Curies 
helps to clear ih j 
pimple* and btcni 
itho xnd ftva you 
the unooth beauty of 
lowly tkic trognrit. iMhinc an. 
of a copious creamy bthcr, tbe deer 
down dewntins of mildly Docdicaitc 
Cutrcura Soap will safeguard your 
natural lovcUnc** Buy a table i todai 
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iH that was a bcauri(ul morning lor 

I >nl It a true that it was raining 
-4 I'adily and there was a culd wind 
A '.-wing, li is also true that my over- 
Led likE a refugee from a rummage 

il- ..d I was still twenty dollars ihi>rt 
ii| rti .ie.h money to buy a new one, 

Ir .idditionally true that AJ Simmons, 
who ' -rj Planed after me at the Art Greet- 
ing i inj Company, had just been made 
had if the Sweethearts All Department, 
vhrli I was stuck wilh Assorted Anniver-' 
■ nd Occasions. 

S Joubt he'd order a desk plate read- 
mi ! Alfred Simmons" — he was that 

f riut this morning 1 dirt not cure; 
inn -ming the world was a mad medley 
iif mi m( and flowers. For I had conceived 
Ir i of Puppsy x*al. 

1 A oil ihe bus in irnnt of the Afl 
hi tg, A huskv woman stepped on my 
We iy delicate toe that has the little 
corn i tipped my hat, gave her a dazzling 
Will and said, "Thank you ..nd the top 
if tl. milk to you, madam!" That was 
bow .ood I felt. 

I rat into the building, passing under 
iht h where Art's motto is immortalised 
iait rie. "Aft Greetings Ate Heart Greet- 
ing! It was just five minutes short of 
«r a time and the long, wide hallway 
inn ir uonnerting passages that lead to 
the arioui departments were alive with 
illirt :ng people. 

.V ist of them, 1 was unhappy to see. 
look d dour, resentful, mean, or just plaiu 
'I*', ^ . Their faces did nni reflect the 
nKil -nphy of that poem which Mr. Morris, 
impany's president, said he would 
i f vearii of his life to have written: 
.lugh, and the world laughs with you; 
r 1 cp, ,ind you weep alone." 

[ 1 laughed, for MO| I not the rrealo: 
i tipsy Pal? In a few weeks I'd have 
Puppsy all ready to show to Mi*. Morris. 

I I: id no doubt of the nun nine. 
.1 than looked my way and alio laughed. 

II as a cynical, conceited laugh, for this 
*ai Al Simmons. He was wailing for me 
to -tray jealousy at his promotion. 

I lifted my hand and said, "Great going, 
M, »ld boy I Bear news I've heard in a 

II ■ age!" He looked as if I'd slipped 
* »-bble into his bubble gum. 

I matched him go his way and I was as 
I'" if envy as a bird. Then he overtook 
a u rl and caught her arm. She lurncrl 
W 'id, I stopped breathing. 

She had sparkling eyes and a skin 
ifcl made peaches and cream look like 
nu#J and water. No painter rver lived 
*ftu could have done justice to her mown. 
'In hair made inp think of spun black 

nil And her figure . But you get 

'he ijeneral idea. 

She and Simmons talked for n moment 
<nil I <nuld practically hear the wolf calls 
vat uttering internally. Then thry 

fill AUilTRALIAei Womeh i VViehly - (anuiirv 2fi. 



went on down [In: corridor tlutt liuuses 
Sweethearts All, Your Best Friend ia Al- 
ways Mother, Don't Forget Dad — He 
Never Forgets You, and several other de- 
partments, 

I had never seen her before — obviously 
she was a new employee. 

Someone said, "Go on, friend, get on 
your rack. We slave here, too, and you're 
blocking the route to the salt mines." 

1 proceeded towards the part of ibe 
bunding where Assorted Anniversaries and 
Occasions is situated. This girl was nothing 
in me Puppsy Pal was mine, all mine, 
null 1 ordered myself to put her completely 
out of mind. 

Annie Freytag, my assistant, was there 
be/ore. me. .1 will not trouble you with :i 
description of her, save tD sav that she h^*.l 
a figure like a match and hair like (rayed 
rope. 

i 'laid. "Good mottling. Annie; good 
morning to you! N 

"What's good about it. Busier?" she 
a id, laughing thinly. 

"It's a fresh, new morning. A whole 
day lies ahead. A day for achievement and 

joy. A day in which " 

"Put it back with the resi ol your old 
saws," Annie said. "Mr. Morris bounced 
your new Here's a Toast to Uncle! inspira- 
tinn. And but good, Buster. Take a look 
at the memo." 

"'IhT I said. I h d not regarded Here's 
a Toast to Uncle! as being top drawer by 
any means, but it find seemed adequate. 
It ran: 

'It a been long, long since we met. Uncle, 
The months and the years fly pan; 
Hut you're ever in my thoughts. Uncle; 
Vniir health, Sir, and may it laat!" 
The memo, written by Mr, Morria, con- 
tained a single word; "Phew." Mr. Morris 
is strong for brevity. 

"Well," I said, "you can't be right every 
lime." 

"I was reading about how wnrk ia hard 
to get," Annie said. "Even useful unit 

There are a lot of unemployed and -" 

"'Skip it," I said. "Unless you want to 
find nut at first hand " 

I threw the memo in the waste-basket 
and let myself think about Puppsy Pal. 
The concept was simple but basic — and. 
js Mr. Morris often said, the simple, basic 
things were the rare jewels we must seekT 
There would be a long series of greeting 
cards, covering every crisis and major 
occasion that would occur in the life of a 
normal child during, say, the ages from 
six to ten. 

As an example, there would be ,i Puppsy 
Pal greeting; lor a boy's seventh birthday, 
reading more or less as follows: 
"Gee! bul you're a big kid now 
Gee! but I'm strong /or you. 
Hrrr's I dog-to-man greeting 
Frnm one who laves vnu true . Punnsv 
Pal." 



A delightfully 

BY RODERICK 



In this, Puppsy Pal, whom I saw as a 
sli.'iggy, (lop-eared animal, would be show- 
ing his teeth in as admiring smile and 
holding his paw out. 
Then there would be a Puppsy Pal for 
uvenilr diseases, such as measles. Just to 
give you an indif.it urn: 

"They tell me sickness has come your 
way. 

But it'll never keep you down, my p:ird 
Here's a wag of ins fail arid a little gift 
I dug up In my own hack yard . . . 

Puppsy Pal." 
In [lie above, Puppsy E'.i'l would be made 
so thai his tail wagged when you opened 
trie card, and he would be holding a Little 
candy bar shaped like a bone between hm 
j.ivis. It would pose a manufacturing prob- 
lem, but, in Mr. Morris' words, if ■ thing 
was worih while Art Card could hurdle 
any obstacle. 

T nude some notes and sketches lot 
Puppsy Pal, and by that lime the morning 

To page 32 



If Jean liked serious poetry 
(fieri if wos no good me writing 
silly rhymes about puppies. 
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— let it go 
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all day, every day with 

0D0ROD0 

CREAM 

A tflptf-ffttcmi, "'Actrwi-IV-rf" inaraiicfil no» m 
Dimk- K,» 1Si> ncHcctcJ afi4:i ynn tif frtc4rch brinr, 
tuu the utru Hml dcodunnl pimcctisMi cvci known 1 

Rely an double Action Od*-Ro-Ne 

* Sic™ body odour INSTANTLY 
St Checks pcnpimtkm SAFEJ V 
Also tradable— liquid Otio-ko.Nn with lhe popultit 
tppficslor trt ISm> llrtffinlht, Ktuur ind tiuum 
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TK HERO OF 

SAINT ROGH? 

Bf JlllltAltlt TICKELL 



GABR1ELLE heard iicr own name like the chime of a re- 
membered half-forgotten ML It was strange that Mich.;! 
should have used it, for he believed her to Ik: Gabriel]-: 
Deluge. That was why she wits here, to tell him. that 
hef name was really Milleau and not Delage at all. But he 
must know already. 

Suddenly realisation flowed into her and fror.e and gripped 
her heart tail, For a hnrrihle moment she had difficulty in 
breathing. When shr ihnught that she could control thr quiver 
in her voice she spoke in little more than a whisper: "i . . . 
1 dnn't understand you.' 1 

"I think you do. I think you undentand me very well " lie 
was still standing in front of her. Inoking at her with eves of 
stone. "Tell me, what is the purpose ol this monstrous de- 
ception?" 

It did net occur to her to lie, to resist, to tell him now 
anything other than the truth. She only wished, with all her 
heart that she had confessed long ago and that it had not been 
f r>r him to find out. Exposure had come at last as she had 
always known it would come — and it had come at the very 
moment when she had been about to lay bare the whole sordid 
story to this man. 

Even thai had been denied her and now there was nothing 
left, nothing at all. 

She said weakly, wearily, "How did you find out?" 

"Then it's true?" 

"Of course it's true. 1 mean, of course, that it Isn't true. 
Jacques de Robot isn't true. You . . . you won't believe this 
now. but I was going to tell you, I swear I was." 

He spoke with anger and with bitterness. 

"If you wanted to tell me, there has been no lack of 
opportunity ' 

"I was going to IrJI you now, tonight. T asked mv uncle's 
permission to do so nor hall an hour ago. I'd like to tell you 
the whole thing if you'll listen." 

"I'll listen," he said grimly "But whether I believe you 
or not is another matter. First, you ask me how I found out 
That was Quite accidental. lake thr most experienced of plot- 
ters you forgot one silly little detail Von rrmembpi ib.v 
before landing on the island vou hid to show a certificate rjl 
inoculation against yellow fever. You were inoculntrd it fort- 
night ago in Paris and you pinned the certificate into vour 
passport. Ft bears the name of Gabrielle Delage Your pass- 
port bears the name of Gabriellr Milleau, color of hair, red. 
daughter of Gaston Milleau. wine grower, of Sainte Mari' 
des Fleun. Oironde; profession, actress; age, nineteen years 
and seven months. To romplete the identification, there is a 
charming photograph of you. mademoiselle. Bewildrred and 
incredulous. I rhrclced up with the ship's manifest Your pass- 
port shows a young girl with wide and innocent eves and 

"By what right did you examine my passport." she said with 
a futile flash of anger. "It was an impertinence on vour 
part. Monsieur Morel." 

"I wanted to save you anv lormalitles tomorrow, that's all 
For no other reason." He looked at her directlv "Until I 
examined that passport and the manifest a few minutes ago — 
and I wish ro God I hadn't — it simpls- had nut occurred to 
me that vour story rould be anything other than true. Onr 
does not question the legend of heroism, One accepts it with 
uratilude and with humility — if onr is a gullible fool as I am. 
Also <me does not doubt the good faith of a girl who has pre- 
tended to be one's good friend and comrade " 

His voire hardened. "1 congratulate ynu. Mademoiselle 
Milleau. actress. You and your uncle, the Prefect of Saint 
Roger, must have had a great deal of quici laughter liuniic 
the past fortnight " 

The onlv laughter I have had has been shared with vou" 

Her voice was so soft that he didn't hear her words. He 
went on, hurting him.se] ! 

"I mav be out nl touch with the eccentricities of modern 
Youth, but I find it hard to believe thai even thr most pre- 
cocious of little girls could be involved in a deathless love- 
affair before she was twelve — and that was your atre when 
vour precious fiance is reputed to have died " 

His hrow was sudderiiv a maze of mrtun-d lines "Gabriel |< 
I ask vnn in the name of God. whnt or who is in that box m 
the hold'' 

She looked away with a gesture of great weariness, garing 
over the torn levels of the sea, Despite the lurid sunset the 
das had darkenrd prrieptiblv 

"There is nothine in the box. It is empty. No. That agnii 



isn't true. You must forgive me, Michel, One gets so easily 
into the habit of lying. What you call that box in the hold 
contains an idea, an inspiration, that will lead the people nl 
Saint Roger away from the worship of the devil. That is what 
Jules Latour — I call him my uncle, but he's no relation at all — 
that's what he told me and that is what I believe." 

"But how can an empty box contain anything? Have you 
and this so-called uncle of yours taken leave of your senses?" 

"No. Please won't you sit down and I'll try to explain. 
Yon stand over me like — like an examining magistrate." 

He looked around irresolutely. Then with an ill grace he 
drew up a chair. As he lit a cigarette, she saw with a quick, 
darting glance that bis lingers were unsteady. 

"I am very glad to tell yuu this," she said quietly. "It has 
not been eaiy for me to go on deceiving you when, as you 
yourself say, we had become comrades. There is no prelrnrr 
about that. You must believe that, Michel, becauie in this big 
lie that is the one thing that is a big truth. I want to tell you 
everything, right from the beginning T always wanted to be an 
ac tress. When I was at school, at the Convent of the Holy 
Innocents . . 

H.M.S. Ciimnor, one of flei Ma jests '* cruisers, proceeded 
at some twenty knots on course one hundred and sixty drgrres 
The afternoon had been warm and sunny, but now, in the earls- 
evening, the weather had changed and the Officer ol th«- 
Watch had a raincoat thrown over his shoulders. Ahead and 
on the starboard buss a line squall was drifting down, obscur- 
ing the baleful sunset, and the ship had begun to roll a little 
and shudder in the long swell. Occasional spray whipped up 
on the weather side, thudding on the gun-turrets, running down 
in trickling streannj. 

As was his habit the Officer of the Watch was amusing him- 
self by romposing indelicate limericks with a local topo- 
graphical slant. 

"There was a young girl of Saint Roger 
Whose evenings were spent with the lodger . . ." 

The Navigator came scrambling up the ladder and stood 
Bwaying. holding on to the rails. 
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f one/ u«ff n «/ instalment of oar « wit si « n tl in fj serial 



Evrniitg. I'.iinrk I ihink Pm got her on the screen nil 
right. Shall Me tell the owner?" 

O, we'd better. What rhymes with 'lodger,' by the wuy?" 
lodger." 

so it does." He picked up th i b bridge telephone and 
Hki j fur the Captain. A voice spoke immediately, 
iptain." 

finer of the Watch here, sir. We should sight the 'Gay 
mi soon aflcf tins squall clears. She's just over twelve 
.^way bearing Red 1115 and we're closing, sir." 
' lirre wa» a quiet staccato on the phone. 
\ye, aye, sir." 

Officer of the Watch hung up the telephone. 
Iwner'j coming up Sniittv, pass the word fur the Chief 
N and close up saluting guns' .few* Send a messenger 
I the bandmaster that we're ready for his buglers. What 
OB ?jy rhvmed with 'lodger,' pilot?" 
'. lodger." 

\h, yet Then all I warn now is the third line." 

iirielle was Hearing the end of her story. She had told 
M lie] everything and he had listened to her in ominous 
. only interrupting once. That was at the point Mure 
il: lid that she had been expelled from the Huly Innocents. 
\pelledl" he said sharply. "What for?" 
! dressed up as an old pupil who had become quite a wcll- 
kti' u actress at the 'Comedie Franraisr' .ind the nuns had me 
They caught me out — but not till after I'd smoked 
i ..irette. 1 was wearing a short skirt and Sister Decima saw 
mi ihool number that was sewn on my knickers.'' 

' first vour knickers and now your passport! You don't 
.ii'i .it to have much luck in vour masquerades, do you?" 
' \o. Not much." 

t at a moment she had had a wild hope that he was laughing, 
tin; us face had been stern. She had gone on, leaving imdiine 
■ mi Her room up under the rafters of Uncle Jo's horel, her 
oas -it the Academy, the ghastly men she had met. her solitary 
i Paris. Monsieur Duratid. the Place Pigalle, the Prefect 
.,) <aint Roger, and his sudden, bewildering offer. 

It! explained in me that the publicity that seems to follow 
het ics would help the people, and mdeed he was quite right 
n 'tie wav, because it has. I didn't only do it for reward. 

IC put it to me. it seemed more like a crusade than a 
U ption. But nrit.hrr he nor I ever expected that the story 
B id go round the world and be taken up by I lit- Russians, 
th. Knglish. and the Americans. When that happened I think 
I lc Jules was a bit frightened, but wr couldn't back out." 
SO there never was a Jarques de Robot?" 
ih, yes there was, inn he's dead. He was a poet and a 
painter in Saint Roger who used to drink a lot of Pernod and 
drunk. Uncle Jules had a warrant for hi* arrest and 



deportation. So he stole a Imat and put to sea jiid was drowned 
in a storm. Il happened years ago, in the war." 

Her voice died away. She became aware that the gusts were 
increasing iu frequency and strength and th.n the light cats- 
paws of wind had become slashes that tore viciously into [he 
tea. The Gay Dolphin had begun to roll ill the swell and 
uure her chair slid an inch or rwo forward as the deck sloped 
down towards the yawn of the waves. 

"A small storm is mounting in the east," he said curtly. It's 
hardly a storm but a heavy line squall and it's likely to pass 
us by. Have no fears, mademoiselle. We will get some rain 
and wind in the night, for the glass is still tailing, and vie 
may get thunder A storm that ptoses is nothing,' 1 

"I have no fear of ,i storm, at least not that sort of storm. 
I -9u hi Id welcome it at this moment," 

"That is the remark nf someone who knows nothing about 
the sea. I have only one more thing to ask you. What reward 
liave you been promised for your part in this outrage?" 

She looked at hun directly and with dignity. 

"t no longer have thr right to resent anything that you may 
ask me, but I would like vou to know that I am nut receiving 
any reward whatsoever." 

"Well, that's at lej.si mint-thing to your credit." 

"You are very kind, Monsirur Morel." .She. stood up, 
keeping her balance with difficulty. "As you say you have 
nothing ou'irt to auk me, I think, I think I'd like to go in my 
■ abin. She was close to tears. "And 1 had looked forwartl 
so much to our meeting tonight.'' 

"Why? To have something else to laugh about with your 
uncle?" 

"No. Not for that purpose at all. You may be very good 
it being the First Officer of u ship, but I don't think you 
know very much about people like me." She sniffed. "And as 
you have nothing mure to question me about and I have 
nothing more to tell I am going tn my cabin." 

He said sharply: "Sit down." 

"Why should 1? Yuu talk to me as if 1 were one of yuur 
crew." 

"I tell you to sit down because, if you stand there and «•■• 
get a heavy sea you'll go over the rail. Sit duwn." 

She did as he told her. He flipped the end of his cigarette 
into the swinging sea and looked at her with narrowed eyes. 

"Now it's my turn. You and 1 have had many early morn- 
ing meetings with Bernard the Baker and we have talked 
freely. I wnnder if it has escaped your notice thai neither 
liemard nor I have ever spoken about the war." 

"T suppose I have nnlired it, yes. But only vaguely. I never 
thought it important. After all, thr war has been over for a 
long lime and sve have found tots of mher things to talk 
.ihout The lion that escaped Irom the crrcos in Trinidad, for 
example, and the time that -" 



"I can readily understand that such subjerts are more to 
vour taste,' 1 he said Mildly. "But I must nuw lell you that 
both Bernard and I were actively engaged in that war uf yours 
that has been over such a long lime. When the Germans 
occupied France we went underground. We worked together 
in a sabotage group. We were both inspired, mademoiselle, 
by that old-fashioned patriotism which is attributed in such 
Full measure to the late Jacques de Robot." 

"But . . . you must have been very young then." 

"My brother was more than a year younger than I and yet 
he was one nf us. I say 'was' because he is no longer alive. 
Kul 1 would like to tell you about Bernard - or rather 
about Bernard's wife. The Germans suspected that 
she knew her husband's whereabouts, so they took 
her from her house In Luricnt to Paris and handed 
her over tu the expert interrogators, to the gentlemen of the 
Gestapo, who began to ask her questions. They did not ask 
their question* as politely as one mighi do in the salons of 
Versailles — or even in the classrooms of the Holy Innocents. 
They asked them In thr cells of Franre and ihry used a robber' 
whip to accelerate the answers. When that failed, as foil it 
did. they look this silent lady in a cattle-truck to Mauthausen 
Concentration Camp and from there, after nearlv iwo years, 
Almighty (kid set br.r at liberty and she left— via the crema- 
torium chimney," 

"I'm terribly, terribly sorry. I didn't know, f couldn't 
know."' She remembered the morning he had said something 
tn Bernard about his wife and he hud said shortly that she 
had died, and then he had stuod at the galley door with his 
back to her If only she'd known . . . She said in a low voice, 
"What happened to your btnther?" 

"He was winking willi ibe Hrilish. He had been in Mar- 
seilles, but Marseilles got too hot for him anil he moved 
north to act as courier in a nrw officer, a Captain John 
Brown, who had just been parachuted in. They were both 
caught in an ambuih outside Troves when the lasi rounds 
in their Sten guns had been fired. The Germans took this 
Captain Brown away somewhere, I don't know where, but 
he's never Iseen heard of since. They shot my brother out 
of hand. It happened by coincidence to be his seventeenth 
birthday," 

Me tat bolt upright. 

"These two people, Bernard's wife and my brother, were 
only two uf many, and it is id them that I am thinking now 
Time changes many things — hut 1 am thinking of the litrle 
forgotten clusters of withered flowers at street corners in 
Paris, in Bordeaux, in Lille, in remote villages, which mark 
the places where men fell. I nm thinking of the unsung, 
the unrememhered. the little ordinary man and woman with 
great hearts. What sort ol a place do vou consider, 
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Building glamorous interiors is S8LSy ... all you need is 




tie man -j- 
MasonitQ + ordinary" Tools 




Whatever the style of house you 
have, there's not a doubt that Masonite 
Presdwoods can give you glamorous 
interiors for a modest cost Sit 
down right now and think about tliat 
lining room. ..isn't there a lot thai 
Masonite could do? {Falls, ceilings, 
floors— Masonite has a place and 
a practical purpose everywhere Find 
out from your building materials 
supplier how little those big. dur- 
able 12 ft by 4 ft sheets cost, then — 
get that handyman husband to 
work! Sliow him how easy it is to 
work wonders with Masonite 



Wetting Masonite is most important 

Use u stiff, hard broom lo wet your sheets of 
Masonite thoroughly on the screen side. Then 
staek them back to back for at least 4S hours 
before using them. This stabilize* the moisture 
content of the sheets and ensures that the ir surfaces 
will remain smooth and flat after they have been 
applied 

Sawing Masonite 

An ordinary paneJ saw, the kind you 
have al your place, saws into 
Masonite easily and speedily 
There's no hard work 
attached at all. Whai's 
more, die interlocking 
fibres of the Masonite 
boards ensure thm the 
sheets won't split, 
splinter or crack. 

Tbr a Perfect Finish. 

Painl Masonite with any type of paint you like— 
oU, water, lueouer or synthetic enamel. Masonite'.-. 
smooth surface needs no sanding and pves a 
perfect paint finish Masonite can also be stained 
effectively, or polished in its natural brown colour. 




Joining Masonite 



Masonite sheets can be V-jojnLed. A good 
idea is to fix two or three panel pins into uY 
stud against the edges of the fixed sheet. These 
can later be withdrawn, leaving a uniform 
space between sheets to allow for possible 
expansion If you like, you can use decorative 
aluminium or plastic mouldings which are 
available from Masonite supplier!. They form 
highly attractive joints 



Skiiiiings 



The neat and simple aluminium moulding 
illustrated on ihe lefl can he used most 
effectively with Miisonite-covcrctl walls. It t. 
sold by most Masonite retailers, Naturally, 
the normal limber skirnng board can be used, 
as can shaped timber moulding.' 



Nailing Masonite 



To gel a perfectly smooth, even surf act, 
make, sure that tlie studs hacking up thr 
sheets are nu more than 16 ins apan 
Then nail the sheets in ihe sequence showi 
above. Nails towards the centre of the 
■heel should be 1 2 to 14 ins. apart and Uiosi 
around the edges, al 4 to 6 in. interval'. 
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A short storj eompleU' on fiiis pugv 




BY PAL (LEAKY 



THEV give a little shiver M they 
alighted from the North Sydney 
bound tram. It was wonderful to 
he cool again, It had been a re- 
rntleuly hat day, but now, with 
■arly evening, ihe Sydney water- 
ram was enjoying the first sharp 
■dgc of the south wind. Carrying a 
rent of the oilcan, the wind blew 
hrough the street canyons. 

Beluw them the lights of I.una 
•>ark made darts or silver, red, and 
^rcrn in the Harbors surface. 
Shrill and high a ferry tooted as it 
passed, Us hoot echoed bv the yells 
and laughter Irum tile pleasurc- 
vreking Saturday night crowd. 

Paul look Rubin'i arm self- 
nnsciously and started to walk 
down the long, winding toad to the 
iun fair, * 

A group ill girls went by laughing, 
frank admiration in their eyes as 
ihey looked at Paul. Kobin pressed 
lose to him proudly and ihoughl 
how she had been pan oi an iden- 
r iral group just four nights before. 

•1 g IO Luna with the girls Irum 

>he social club — have fun — hut 
tuning terribly for . . . 

ITien she felt unhappy again, he- 
juse ••he loved him, and hr w-as 
going away — without proposing. 

Where to?" He was smiling 
down at her with the smile that 
showed a flash ul white teeth in a 
deeply tanned face. 

"Where to?" Robin's thoughts 
desperately echoed -his words. 
'Where to?" There was only one 
answer die wanted to give to that 
question, but it was the one she 
■-ould never give. 

_ To the altar,'' she wanted to 
say desperately. "Can't you we how 
I love ynu, how much I want to 
marry you? Can't you see it shin- 
ing in my eyes? But whv don't 
you say something? Why are you 
so shy of me . . . or is it that vou 
don't rare enough?" 

But even as theie thoughts raced 
through her Tiiinri <hr tanked and 
■ aid. "I-ook, the Spider!" 

! hev went an il. laughing and 
nursling as the ride tossed then) 
about like boats in a storm. Paul's 
big arm comfortably held her about 
her waist, 

'He'll ask nw tonight," Robin 
thought. ' He'll just have to." She 
wanted tn think this big, shy boy 
from the country had come in the 
city to see his little uhflol-sweel- 
.i-'.irr .igain Bill realism won out. 
The wool firm's main office was in 
Sydney 

She knew quite well Paul had had 
1 letter Irom them asking him to 
eotne down for a lew days. He had 
actually shown it to her, and then 
he had told her that the company 
had lined him up for a new job 
which was rather rapid promotion 
but would mean a lot ol hard work 
and long hours. 

It really teemed [hat he was on 
the wav to wcceis, and how could 
she expert him to be thinking about 
her iun now. 

But whatever the future, Paul 
was having a wonderful time, now 
— ihe Rolor. the Ferris Wheel, the 
ftie Dipper, Craurv House. Travelling 

fire ^uirnjimm vVomsms WESurt.v 




through thr Tunnel of Love, with 
its long, datk tunnels, Rohin put her 
head an his shoulder, and a moment 
later he kissed her — tentatively, 

"Now." Robin thought. "Now." 

Silence. The boat bumped out 
into the light. Paul withdrew his 
arm hastily. 

"Any thing else you care to do?" 
Paul askrd as liley emerged. 

She pondered for a moment 
"Yes," she said finally. 'I'd like to 
make a recording to send to mum. 
You know — where vou talk into 
a microphone." 

"That's an idea," said Paul, "but 
where are you going to find one?" 

"Let's wander around until we see 
if," answered Robin, and so off they 
went, her heart beating a little faster 
as Paul linked his fingers with hrrs. 

Then Robin spotted the machine 
over nrar the Big Dipper Paul put 
in the coins and stood outside, smil- 
ing. A minute later she opened the 
door, a little flushed, her eves wide 
upen in anticipation. 

Did it come out? 1 " she asker). 

Paul looked ptizilrd. "What? The 
record?" 

- January 25. 1955 



"Yes," she said, "h drops into 
lhai basket, doesn't it?" 

"Yea," Paul grinned, "but it plays 
back 6rtt. Listen." 

A look of amazement blemished 
her fare. "Oh— no!" She made a 
quirk, uncertain gesture, lis il to 
Q lose the door, but the record was 
already playing. 

It was Robin's voice all right- 
saying hello to her folks, telling 
tlir-m how =hr »* and where she'ei 
been As the record drew near to 
finish Robin was rigid with appre- 
hension. 

Her voice, her voice was saying, 
"Oh. mum, I dun't know what I'm 
going to dnl f love him so. And 
lie's leaving in a fortnight's time, 
and hr hasn't asked mc . . -" 

The voice trailed oil, wishing all 
her love to each memher of the 
family. The record dropped into the 
basket, and Paul pirked it out, his 
face red. Neither spoke for n 
moment. 

Then he said "Rohin, you know 
how I've always felt about you. But 
ihis new job . . , It's about every- 
thing I ever wished for. But it's not 



the kind of job for a married man. 
Travelling all over the country and 

She stopped him, saving him the 
embarrassment of having to ex- 
plain further, but she couldn't stop 
the Niagara of her tears. 

Suddenly, without warning, he 
pulled her to him. Robin closed her 
eyes, and a moment later they Hew 

"Thai's no tentative kirn!" she 
thought — and closed her eyes 
again. 

"Ijjok," he said, "will vou wait 
outside fot> mc — just a second?" 

She watihcd him curiously as he 
inserted the coins, closed the door, 
spoke rapidly into ihr microphone, 
ihen ramc out smiting. The disc 
began to play bark another messagr 
for her mother. 

"I was wrong, Mrs, Melov. She 
wants to go with me. I guess I've 
learned the first lesson For pro- 
spective husbands. Never try to 
make all the decisions in the 
fimily," 

"Oh. darling," Robin whispered, 
her voice tremulous, but her eyes 



"Look," sold kobin to PquI. 
"there's the recording machine 
over there by the Big Dipper." 

were clear and steadlast as she gn/ed 
into his. 

Later, as they walked up to the 
Bridge to caich the trnm bark to 
the city, slowly, so as tD cling longer 
to the magic of this night, this one 
night that was io mean so much iu 
their lives, Paul said urgent Iv. 
"Robin! What if the record hndn't 
played back? Whai if I had never 
known exactly how you felt?" 

His voice contemplated the pos- 
sibility wiih frightened asve. Robin 
nodded happily, a lutle guiltilv 
Some day, ol course, she'd In- able 
to tell him. Bui not nosv. 

Foor nights before, on that very 
spot, she'd mnde a similar record- 
ing for her mother — ill nbout 
Paul's impending visit She re- 
membered il vividb - i hr darned 
thing had played hark tn that whole 
group of giggling girls from ihe 
rlubl 
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What was iho mystery of the Klrunge 
people iu i ho inn by I ho lonely moor? 

Hiwo secrets of 
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MISS STAPLES hud two 
serrets which nobody — well, 
practically nobody — knew 
anything about. She wrote 
thrillers and she rend romances. 

The romances ihr read were heart- 
wringing tale* behind highly colored 
covers which depicted the hern and 
heroine, if not passionately enfolded 
in each other's arms then within 
measurable distance of being so, 
while in the background might loom 
the sinister shadow ol the villain or 
of a grim, gloomy house like June 
F.sTe's Thomfield Hall hiding nunc 
terrible mystery. 

It is not to be supposed that Miss 
Staples approved ot this taste. While 
indulging It ihr deplored it. She 
was so ashamed ol the books and 
their gaudy eovrrs thai long ago she 
had made herself an elaborate read- 
ing-case of green leather with red 
binding. So that she could sample 
these romantic pleasures in public 
vtndctected. 

Being a writer herself. Mis? Staples 
noticed the names of the authors of 
rh-.<p tornanres perhaps more than 
other readers might. And her favor- 
ite author by far win Agnes Faith. 

Nn one knew better than Agnes 
Faith how to keep her readers in a 
suite of breathless, feverish suspense 
over the fate of her lovers. Even on 
the list page but one it seemed im- 
possible sometimes that thev could 
be safrlv in each other's arms on the 
other side. But they always were, 
(hen Miss Staples would close the 
book with a sigh nr relief and happi- 
ness. 

Occasionally Miss Staples won- 
dered what Agnes Faith was like. If 
■Ihc had had half the experience of 
love she displayed in her books then 
she musr have lived a very full life, 
cv.-n thnugh vaguely repetitious. 
Could she have remained as tin- 
spoiled as her constant heroine all 
this time? 

For yean Miss Staples had been 
reading Agnes Faith's books, and she 
always picked up a new one with ■ 
peculiar thrill of anticipation. 

She had brought a new one with 
her to this quiet hotel on the edge 
of Dartmoor, where she had come 
for a brief holiday, and after dinner 
the first day she settled in the empty 
lounge to soak in romance. 

The lounge was empty became the 
other guests were still in the dining- 
room. There seemed tn be three of 
them— a tall, distinguished young 
man in his thirties who looked strong 
,wh; sileni ami nun -h-travelled. an 
elderlv lady, small, alert, quick in 
movenneJlt, and a surly, heavily built 
voung man in his mid-twenties. 

Miss Staplei had played htir usual 
private game about them, that is, she 
had "placed 1 ' them. Shr was always 
"placing" people, guesting at their 
backgrounds, occupations. It wis 
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eood practice lor the thrillers she 
wrote. The tall, distinguished man, 
she'd decided, was Secret Service, 
-^nti ihr young man a wrestler. 

Hut it whs the elderly lady who 
was her most ambitious "place " She 
couldn't tell why. but, somehow — ■ 
even though the knew the lady's 
name was Mrs. Sarah Holt be- 
cause she'd seen it in the hotel regis- 
ter — somehow she was sure this was 
Agnes Faith. Asked to explain it, 
she knew she couldn't. It was just 
a feeling . . . 

"Rxcuse me. I think you're sitting 
on my book." 

Miss Staples jumped at the inter- 
ruption to her thoughts, guiltily 
closed her Agnes Faith in its green 
reading-case. "Oh. no. Ann 1?" She 
looked up Irom the settee on whirh 
she sai to see the tall, distinguished 
guest regarding her reproachlully. 

"It's between you and the arm," 
he said- 
It was. And as Miss Staple; passed 
it up to its owner she saw that it was 
.1 volume of fiibbou's "Decline and 
Fall of the Roman Empire." "I've 
never read it," she confessed. 

"It's well worth reading," said the 
man. "May I sit on the other half 
of the settee?" He didn't wait for 
her agreement. "What are you read- 
ing* It looks very important in that 
case." 

"Oh, no." laid Miss Staples 
hastily. "Just one of Marcel Proust's 
stories, you know," shr lied, hoping 
he wouldn't ask which. 

He nodded approvingly. "Very 
interesting. When one sees some of 
the ruhbish published these days one 
fairly shudders. Look at that, for 
instancr." 

"That" was lying on a nearby 
table. It was a paper-backed book 
with a lurid cower, thr property of 
the surls young man. The title was 
"The Corpse on the Streetcar" and 
the author Sheridan P. Knight 

Miss Staples looked. "I quite 
agree." she said heartily. Then she 
hlushed. For this was her other 
serret. 

Economic necessity had driven 
Miss Staples to writing thrillers. 
Penniless and with a widowed, in- 
valid mother on her hands, she had 
had to abandon her choice of a 
schoolteacher career because the 
training took too long. So at 16 she 
went into an insurance office as a 
shorthand typist. 

When she was 18 the chief clerk 
wanted to marry her. He said he 
was prepared to support her mother, 
too But although Miss Staples had 
been, still was. indeed, along with 
her other attractions, the tort of 
woman who aroused the protective 
intlinrt in man. there was under- 
neath her apparent softness, her lin- 




genng, helpless manner, a strong 
streak of determination and a feel- 
ing for the fitness of things. Her 
mother was her responsibility and 
ihc loved her. She wasn't going 
lo he a burden to any man, 

Some people would call It inde- 
pendence, others false pride. The 
chiel clerk called it stupidity and 
made life difficult for Miss Staples 
after her refusal. She left for an- 
other office. 

Here, when she was 20, it was the 
manager who was willing to look 
after her and her mother. On a 
somewhat higher plane the same 
sequence of wooing repeated itself, 
but before the manager had the 
opportunity of becoming difficult, 
old Mrs Staples took a turn for 
the worse, so much so that she needed 
almost constant attention. Miss 
Staples left the second office to pro- 
vide it. 




Of course, this couldn't go on for 
ever, because Miss Staples had only 
a little money saved up. But her 
mother seemed to linger on and on- 

Befiirr Mrs. Staples had become 
too ill she had been an avid reader 
of thrillers. Perhaps their tough 
virility had onmprasated her a little 
for the helplessness of being in bed. 
And when she couldn't read, her 
daughter told her stories, exciting 
mysteries spun in desperation and on 
the spur of the moment out of any 
trivial thing she'd seen during the 
day — a man entering a bank, the 
neighlior shovelling coal, a torn 
library book, almost anything, pro- 
vided thr results were full of move- 
ment, suspense, action. 

One night after one of these 
stories Mrs, Staples said: 

"Beryl, why don't you write it 
down, my dear?" 

"Write it down, Mummy?"- 

This Auktsalian 



"Yes, dear. Then it could be pub- 
lished." 

Her daughter had laughed. "Oh, 
no, Mummy It's such rubbish." 

"Nothing like the rubbish I've 
read," retorted Mrs, Staples, "and 
twice as exciting " 

But Miss Staples had done noth- 
ing about it then. There had been 
nn time. And when she'd left the 
office tD look after her mother there 
had been even less lime. But then 
there was no money either. 

So between preparing her mother's 
rpecial meals, nursing her, sitting 1 be- 
lide her most of the night and doing 
.lundreds of other things. Miss 
Staples made the time. She read 
thriller after thriller to see how it 
ivas done. Then she wrote her own 
—on any scrap of paper that hap- 
pened tn be at hand, sometimes all 
through the night 

She wrote fast. She had to. Within 
five weeks she'd finished it. She 
typed it out and sent it tn a pub- 
lisher and she called it "Here's Your 
Exit. Ladv." On the title page she 
gave the name of the author as Sheri- 
dan P. Knight. 

The pseudonvm had cost her 
almost more thought ihan the hook. 
Her own name, Beryl Staples, had 
seemed singularly inept for the un- 
ladylike sort of hook she had written. 
Il had lo sound like a man's work, 
and a tough man's at that. Then 
she had wanted it to sound vaguelv 
American, so in the end she decided 
on Sheridan P. Knicht 

Six weeks later a letter arrived 
addressed to Sheridan P. Knight, 
Esq, Trembling, Miss Staples opened 
it. The publisher wrote: "Dear Sir, 
We are pleased to inform you that 
we are prepared lo make an offer 
for the publication of 'Here's Your 
Exit. Lady. Of course . . ." 

Miss Staples reud no more. She 
rushed upstairs to tell her mother, 
But her mother didn't understand. A 
fen minutes before %h« had j> ■-. .', 
asvay peacefully in her sleep. 

The experience embittered Miss 
Staples a little. She flung herself 
into writing thrillers as a defiant 
gesture rather than lor the financial 
rewards And everything she wrote 
was for her mother. 

The hrst book hardly got a review, 
but it sold. It sold to peoplr who 
didn't want critics to form their 
judgments for them, who didn't in 
fart know there were such things. 
These people knew what they 
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Mrs. Holt pointed the revolver at Beryl, saying in a 
whisper, "If you as much as breathe, my deer, it'll be 
the worse for you." 



anted. What they wanted might 
: be wholly admirable — according 
i those self-appointed censors who 
id never known poverty or squalor 

i temptation— but there it was. 
Alter Miss Staples had written 

bis* best -idlers her publisher in- 
ited her to lunch. He was surprisrd 
hen Sheridan V. Knight turned up 

ii j well-dressed, attractive young 
■ nman. 

'Dear me," he murmured specu- 
.aively. "One of our pretties! 
"ilhon." He wits a bis man with 
floating chin and a capacity for 
hisky thai was encouraged by his 
in for picking winners — authors, 
i hones. 

Mi» Staples didn't liie the way 
raid prettiest." But he gave her 
iiiperb luncheon, toasted her fre- 
uentiy, promoted her from "prerti- 
lo "mint Iscauliflll." 
Ulei he liookcd her in— "entirely 
it the firm's expense"— at a luxury 
i .tel. sent her flowers daily, enter- 
Mined her lavishly for three days, 
then proposed marriage • - . 
Miss Staple* sent bei fourth book 



to a new publisher. Her averment 
with the first had expired anyway. 
The second publisher was devoted to 
his wife and three children. Lit any 
case he still thought the best-selling 
author on hist list was a man — a 
man, moreover, who seemed to have 
a peculiar aversion to accepting his 
repeated offers of luncheon. 

And now Miis Staples had lb 
boots behind her with settings that 
ranged almost over the whole world. 
Yet she had never travelled. Her 
hark grounds were an amalgam of 
guide-book and imagination, and 
everyone said how authentic they 
were. When she did travel, it was 
to quiet little places in Kngland or 
Scotland or Wales, unobtrusively in 
her old car with her few favorite 
hooks (o read. 

That's how she had arrived at this 
hotel on the edge of Dartmoor, 

"f said," said the tall, distinguished 
man silting beside her on the settee, 
"mv name is Rosier Cleave." 

"Oh. yes," said Miss Staples. She 
found she was still looking at "The 



Corpse on the Streetcar," wondering 
what it was about. She'd written it 
fwc years before, and it had taken 
her seven weeks. That was all she 
could remember. Yet she could re- 
member all Agnes faith's books . . . 

Roger Cleave laughed. "You seem 
to be dreaming, Miss . . Miss . . 

Miss Staples pulled herself to- 
gether, looked at her companion and 
found he was regarding her intently. 
"I'm sorry, she said, suddenly agi- 
tated and blushing. "I'm Beryl 
Staples." 

"Miss Staples. Will you have a 
drink with me now and explore the 
moors with me tomorrow?" 

"Well," smiled Miss Staples, "I 
don't drink very much, but 1 love 
the moors." 



Tomorrow wan a wonderful day. 
It rained moat of the time, 
yet Beryl used to insist alterwards 
that there hadn't been a cloud in the 
iky. Still, she couldn't explain away 
the hood of Roger's car. That was 
up all day. 



lie had a long, cream sports car 
which br, handled like a racing 
driver. Sometimes they rushed, 
sometimes they dawdled, and all the 
lime they talked, naturally, easily, as 
though they'd done it for years. 

They went to Widerunibe and 
made jokes about Uncle Tom Cob- 
leigh. Without getting out of the 
car they inspected the alms houses 
at MoreionhiiKipsiead and talked 
about the "Stones of Venice." 

Roger had been everywhere, all 
over the world, even to Moscow. He 
told her how they sealed the win- 
dows there m wiiurr, how they won't 
lalk to yOU in a public place, if 
you speak Russian, but how they are 
kindness itself if you can't. 

He told her that Spanish women 
looked all right in photographs and 
thai that was where they ought to 
stay. He said that Rali was being 
spoilt by commercialisation, that 
Paris could be a very dreary i it v if 
you were alone, and New York was 
exhausting. 

At Okrhamplon they had lunrh, 



a better lunch than they got at their 
own hotel. 

"This sole is excellent," said 
Roger. 

"Let's transfer, shall we?" 

"No," said Beryl across the narrow 
table, not because she didn't trust 
him. She did, absolutely. But at 
the back of her mind there still lin- 
gered Agnes Faith. Silly, perhaps . . . 

They decided to cut viewing the 
castle ruins. "No roof on the place, 
( expect." Roger satd. 

And the rain was sheeting down 
tlirn. So they cut across the moor 
to Two Bridges, taking tracks which 
were noticc-bourded Impassable 01 
Positively No Through Road, and 
getting through with a reave or two, 
miraculous driving and a puncture 

When thry got to Two Bridges It 
was beginning to gel laic Here Ihri 
learnt that a convict had escaped 
from the prison, a desperate man 
serving 20 years for robbery with vio- 
lence. A mile or so farther on at 
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The whole family's intovel 



ItdroeslikEadTeajii! ) 




MORRIS 4Kmt 

Still theworU's bluest small car bay.' 



>fi r»t\ in pjiriijs 1 * unil park, mi tunililr hi 
rrnflii' ...««> rt\ lo Utnk at ■ . . *a 
"h.'in tinN- ir«ini h |cbIIi>i* of (Wfrvl . . . 

*■» hrillianl in (i-tIhiiii- , . jnut M 

bif . . . hrrr i* a car vifh »nniH h nt* «V»r 
n-Tioin'I lr - tlw prrfr*-! fulfill* rar — 



ufr. rrtulblr. rrninrkjihlt rimmt unil m 
cr^Hti-irt^h lifrlil nil running 
WH* not l*L»- llit- wU^fl viMtrni-tf — Hri\e 
a Minur t/itJ ir*rAf.' hrr fcir vtimrii"lf hip* 
Hum* firrividt-- i.tlu*- fur munr'v llS*' 



Sofa Ctf rcrvfccd by rAufrWuetj' Nuffield Diitributiprw and Dralvi vvvrywha* 




Millions of road-proved 
miles behind it I 



THIS WEEK'S 
BEST LETTER 

J ] is right and fining that church- 
goers wear their best jnii bright- 
est clothe* to church Hot couldn't 
they wear fares In match and icave 
ihose solemn, stem > ounti rnant " 
at house? 

£1/1/- to (Miss) Mary-Therese 
Coocannon, Mt. Bartlc r'rerc, QUI. 
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JjA\'h you ever thought what a gay linic 
the matrons nf oldnu times had com- 
pared 'with those of today? They had tci 
chnpe.rDne their daughters lo parties and 
balk and probably enjoyed themselves 
thoroughly Today teenage daughters leave 
tru dances with a rajru.il: "Expect I'll be 
late. Mum." and Mum is left liehind to do 
ihr iruning. Should 1 ever have a daughter. 
I hope the custom*. o[ the "good old days'" 
return. 

10/6 to ■■Miss. B. Hunt. Rosrrevor. S.A. 

"Y^HV can 1 ! tlir manufacturers ot toy plastic 
can make them so that the wheels itny 
on a reasonable length of lime 1 The wheel* 
ate generally just placed on the ends of the 
axle and come off alter a few minutes push- 
ing along. Children get very upset when their 
new toys break so soon 

10/6 lo Mrs. J. Jennings, Jcrildcric, 

T/HF- splendid work of life-savers during 
holidays and every week-rnd should be 
recognised by public as well as Government 
support. These men give up their leisure 
lime to safeguard surfers. Many lives are 
saved by them with very little recognition, 
even by those they have saved 

10/6 to "Godson" (name supplied), Rose 
hay, N.S.W. 

J WANTED a pcnfrietid, to I obtained the 
address of a woman in the outback 01 
Australia, and wr now correspond. 1 achieved 
twn chingi bv doing this — I gave a new in- 
terest tu a woman who did not receive many 
letters and I obtained information of interest 
about life in the outback, in which t havr 
always been interested To anyonr who 
would like to do the same, get in touch with 
the Australian Inland Mission. 44 Margaret 
St., Sydney, and vou, too, can add a iiLtle 
Cheer lo a somewhat Innelv life 

10/6 to fMn.1 S. G aides. Nyahwest, Vtc- 

uTBKN will parents realise the danger of 
giving their children underwater spears? 
Having seen youngsters in a crowded bathini; 
area indiscriminately twinging them around 
before entering the water. I shudder to think 
how they use them in the water. Many adults, 
loo, are entremely careless with them, and 
some restriction on their use is long over- 
do* 1 The various cluhs which instruct their 
members in the corrert use of the weapons 
are tn be commended, but there are far too 
many of Ihese spears in the hands of thnught- 
less people- 

10/6 to [Mrj.1 F. A. iUrJue, Box Hill, Vic 

TT is common to see waitresses serve men 
before women in restaurants. 1 olten 
wondered why. t was told by waitresses that 
women ask silly questions about the food, 
strew the table with parcels, handh.igs. and 
make-up, and leave suitcases and shopping 
bags where they can be (ripped over. On 
the Other hand, men have a cheery way of 
giving their orders, ask no questions, and trv 
to save unnecessary trips, which women never 
do. 

10/6 to J. Newman, Mrlbounv 

JfOW that 10 o'clock closing is to be intro- 
duced in N.S VY „ it is lo be hoped that 
picture shows will abandon continuous ses- 
sions in the evening. If thev do this, late- 
comers who have been taking advantage of 
the longer drinking hours will not he allowed 
to wander in at their leisure inrnnvcmeni."ing 
those who really with to see the film 

10/6 to G.C. (name supplied i. Manly. 
N.S.W. ' 



AUSTRALIAN youths are obliged to find 
their manhood by training in the armed 
sen-ices. Our girls, too, should be trained 
for true womanhood bv rompulsorv training 
in home management 

10/6 to "Y Not" I name supplied'. Coburg. 
Vic. 

Thought for children 

I WISH to thank you feu publishing "Child 
Lover's" letter, in which she pointed out 
the cruelty of mothers who dragged their 
liny children along ai their own pace [The 
Australian Women's Weekly, 22/12/"54;. 
Reading thai letter made me realise just ho» 
harsh I have been wiih our little ihrc.-v.-ar- 
old girl. When out shopping or just looking 
round (here has always been that urge to 
hurry, hurry! and I have raced around dig- 
ging little miss wearilv after me From now 
on things are going to be different and de- 
signed to give my daughter a happy timr 
when she's out with me Thank you. "Child 
Lover," for showing rite just hnw scliish I 
have been. 

10/6 lo I Mrs, i J. Noble. W«l Kempsey. 

N.S.W. 

J AM compelled to answer, post haste. 

"Child Lover's" unjust arcusations. My 
exhausted child spends four times ihr energy 
1 do racing back ten yards to tramp up and 
down the driveway of the cash-and-carry 
store, playing peek-a-boo around the door 
of the council building, and running through 
the door of every shop on the main street 
Aitel such goings on, what method of propul- 
sion other than dragging c;in be used to 
get him and Mum, plus baby and a basket 
full of parcels, across a busy street in a hurry '' 
10/6 to "Child Haver," Soulhport, QIA 

Press ggtuff 

T^HE answer to E.H., who asked why women 
over 35 lose their dress sense I The Aus- 
tralian Women's Weekly, 22/l2/'54 ; , comes 
readily to most women over 35. One pist 
caiiuol buy the snme nice, smart clothes once 
ihc fitting goes over SW. Manufacturers 
seem to caier mainly lor young business girls 
who usually have more money than the 
housrwiir 

10/fi to "Modern Mrs." ioame supplied 
Bayfield, Vic 




• Every family is laced with prob- 
lems that must be given a workable 
solution. Each week we pay £1/1/- 
fnr the best letter telling bow you 
solved your family problem. 

^^HEN two of my young ones 
were booked to have their ton- 
sill out, I prepared them for it in 
(he following manner and it paid 
very worthwhile dividends. 

We played botjutiks and took 
turns at being patient, doctor, and 
nurse. 

1 showed them how to lie down 
flat, have their faces covered with a 
cloih and to count to ten while I 
put them to sleep with tome scent. 

The children enjoyed the fun ol 
the game and weni oil happily to 
the hospital. The doctor said thev 
were model patients without lear, 
which, he said, caused most of the 
trouble with child patients 

Cl/1/. to "Mother of Eight" 
I name supplied). Camp Hill, Qld. 
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PICTURE PARADE 





HEAtJTMFtJM, 
AUSTRALIA 



# The century-old St. J tide's Church, Dural, N.S.ff'., is one iif the most picturesque in Australia. Built 
from the district on land given by the pioneer Roughley family, the church was found, it on .\ovrmW 
lAtrd Bishop of Australia, William Gram llraughton, D.D. This picture by Mr. E. IJoyd Sommerlad, of 
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of stune quarried 
11. 1846, by the 
Lind field, S.S.W. 
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HOLIDAY IN 




Holiday trip 



• Sooner or later every Sydney visitor 
goes by ferry to Manly — across the 
harbor to lie on the sand- t<> surf, to 
swim, to stroll along the Corso. For 
Svdnev residents it's* a time-honored 
week-end and holiday family trip, in- 
volving the standard equipment of a 
picnic lunch and sunburn rreaui. 



You'll nca forjsa ihe ihnllinjt HKWaclt 
«»oJ in perfeci alay. of wiW »nim«l» in 
their «:innf ■ • «*«• ^ bound - 

Its) splendour iuch « only South Ainu 
cin provide' 

Voull h»ve the Uffle or your lift. »ny time 
orihc yew. in Ihe modem ewes and eouUJll 
rtwvti or South Africa »mnnf a friendly, 
hospitable people *ith vaur own hmsuu£c 
and customs. 

lf youre plnnninei trip to live U.K.. Ureal. 
youT journey m South Africa! Your travel 
ipmii wiU give you full informmion. or wnle 

SOUTH AFRICAN TOURIST 
CORPORATION 

miVATE ■*<! tM 
PHETORIA 




r<1 




On ihe hlirky. pcrm-ladcn legs of every fly 
which enters your home come* disease. Flies 
are a nteimcf. They are filthy from hirtli. 
MOBTEIN in the only inject spray 
which fliveft POSITIVE protection 
apiiinsl ilineasr-carry infl flics- 
Mori.- in is FATAL to flics uul 
enlirelv harmless lo humans. 

SAFEGlAtS Till HALM If TDUfi 

nKin 

Kill lift m looii 01 Ititf appear wM 



IDortein 

Hon pa«ir1nl iriicI ljitj 

MilrXil — ifld Ihl IIf«t ti it:* 




EVERY W EEK-END and pmbtir hnlidar. if it'* «oorf ULTfin* 

ti fiith.'-r Jatk Coh«n T tf/ Rrdfrrn. Y.N, FT. (nlnm), tttakrm 
the trip from t'inular Quay to Manly. He mettr§ ramuf 
rft»trl*-i ant/ flaxv* in fttmfrtri with the rticvrnrJij; paper* 
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Now! ANewCROSLEY 

. . . fashioned for the smaller kitchen 
. . . keyed to the smaller budget 

its the new superlative 1 

Shelvador 






Do thia. Befor 
decide, go and ser Ihe dpw 
SheJvadori— because, more llian 
r. when y<m sec Ihuin you'll 
•' .11 hiMirt cm b Crosley and 
timer be satisfied willl anything 
less Uirni Crosley lenity of line 
urn! colour styling . . . Grofdey 
work-saving features . . . Croaley 
<|ua!ity and matchless finish. 

Dut you simply must src the 
new ShelVitdort to know whj 
v.<>m<m everywhere hove set thoir 

licarts on a Croslev. 




fialfoi'""'.., 

IP \0' 




'A hi he N.ii ii' .l aiih .""'Inn; lea tflMi a Cmlri; wtitn vim run bin n 
SMvailiir K I fl m. It. rapm-iK I — llie iw>»- -Vlvmliir rrcatvil fur i lm-i- tih.i Invent 
ili.- Melt llii- lutrbrth -i<n-^ (or il..- h..il;r. i ! foi an. iliui» Ihisit' 

YM1.11 a drwm ii ill Soft, lurii-l inirriiM whim*- ■'[jkiI.CIh" (lib*) m 
SofMilu time.) riclitj mml 'In- ilriuniiiE [.la-n. ..mi tlri«ln -Scid »n. 
ttjcive*. \n«l ihtrr - rpuryrAfnc jrnti want l..r .-ci^*, Liirhf-n work! r l ul[-wi<lili 
rrenegn »pp«nrtr Stroll Meal' "nwajp- (nil « tilth <,ri.-|ii-r iluii (ili.lrw on nvVin 

roller*; pmuhnu i.ill'li.iitlr -tutagr unit i|i-i.| u r r» -_-«l <| IM ir iilm'tmi thai aoabta 

rVniu-ruw iriui 

TVn Shoirwlur " modrfs— Krmliu t •vn\ riiiitiiml <leirv§iiiinl . '-!'>'> In 
fmmnui fpn Mmutm tmuumitu >. '.WHJ i" ■ run-™ K'orfantj wt KU.i,,. 
KnnW -Sriiliv/.J/i .WirrEfiut'on , rw.iiuir.' /■ rw .Sornicf . 



Coir"" 1 



M 



0i/v more 



^oulUantaCROSLEY 



Obtainable at all leading stores 



ANUfACTURID 
. 14 
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K I ft 8 T ORGANISATION 



SYDNEY. AUSIFA11A 
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EOAD SAFETY CONTEST 

Distinguished panel of judges 



will decide winning entries 

This week we announce the names of the §even judges of 
our outstanding Road Safety Contest, for which the prizes will 
be eight Hill man Minx cars worth a total of more than £8000. 



i 



. LL of the judges have 
I »■ been closely associated 
with the work of road 
t lety for many years, and 
- ,ch is an expert in a dif- 
fi rent aspect of it. 

The chairman of the 

dging panel is Mr. T. G. 

lemon. Executive Chair- 
man of the Australian 
' >ad Safety Council and 
Australian Road Trai- 
ll Code Committee. He 
wag formerly Federal Sec* 
Mary of the Australian 

noinobile Association. 

The members ol the panel 

seel 

N.S.W.: Mr. C. J. Delaney, 
N S.W, Police Commissioner. 
The son of a srr.i7ipr and one 
fi family of nine, Mr. 
I '-laney was born at Pyramid 
lull, Victoria. He joined the 
r lice force in Sydney in 1919 

il rose to the rank of Deputy 
1 'Rimissioner in May. 1952. 

was appointed Gnmmis- 
• iner of Police in October, 

Western Australia: Sir 
tumas Meagher, founder 
i President ol the National 
'cly Council of Western 
iinrraliA. Sir Thomas has 
en a medical practitioner in 
ctortt Park, WA, for 28 

He was Lord Mayor of 
I rth from 1939 to 194S. and 
as knighted for distinguished 
rvice to ihe community. 
South Australia: Councillor 

F. Page, President of the i 
ittional Safety Council of [ 
riuih Australia. 



Councillor Page, who has 
devoted considerable time to 
youth training activities, is a 
member of the Unley City 
Council and is Chairman of 
the Council's Parliamentary 
.uid Bv-lawt Committee, He 
has been an executive mem- 
ber of the Natinnal Safety 
Council since 1944. 

Queensland: Mr. S. E. 
Solomon, Queensland Govern- 
ment Statistician since 1947. 
Bom in Tasmania, he is a 
graduate of the University of 
Tasmania. 

His office in Brisbane, in 
ro-opeTation with the State 
police, compiles and analyses 
the records of traffic accidents 
in Queensland. 

Victoria: Mr. R. M. Har- 
vey, of Victoria, Senior Vice- 
President of the National 
Safety Council of Australia. 
Mr. Harvey, who is an en- 
gineer, is Chairman of the 
Council's Publicity Commit- 
tee, which desbt with the 
preparation and dissemination 
of educational material on 
road safety. 

Tasmania: Mr. H. M. 
Blackwood, Secretary of the 
Road Safety Council of Tas- 



mania and Public Relations 
Officer of the Transport 
Commission. 

Mr. Blackwood played a 
leading part in the establish- 
ment of the road safely move- 
ment in Tasmania in 1947 and 
has been Tasmania's repre- 
sentative on the Executive ol 
the Australian Road Safety 
Council for the past three 
years. 

Til eve seven men will help 
to deride which are the eight 
winning suggestions for ways 
of increasing road safety 

lit all, during the contest, 
32 suggestions for ways of re- 
ducing the road toll will be 
printed ill coupon form. 

Competitors have to select 
the eight they think would 
tnaitc the biggest contribution 
to road safety and lilt them 
in order of merit. 

Twelve of these suggestions 
have already been printed in 
our previous three issues. 

At the end of the contest, 
when the whole 32 have been 
printed, the road safety repre- 
sentatives in each State will be 
asked to list them in the order 
they think will most effect- 
ively reduce the toll of the 
road. 



AM. T- G. P 4TERS€tft. Chair- 
man af the AuMtra&ian Remit 
Safety Couneit, whieh it t-ol- 
laborating mth ■« in our 
new Rand Safety C.ontett. 

Aficr the dosing date for 
t-ntri«— March 23, 195.1— 
their answers will be computed 
on the same basis as the pre- 
t<Triiiinl vnting system. 

If any of thrtr suggestion 
Tie after they have been com- 
puted, the t ajstiriR vnte will he 
mude bv Mr. T C. Paicnon 

The contest, whirh is some- 
thing new in Australia, will 
appeal to all members of the 
I'amilv, whether they arc 
moto risiA, LtH o r-cy c lists, or 
pedestrians. 

Tt provides a unique oppor- 
tunity for everyone to give 
their views on ways of making 
our road* safer, and at the 
vamc time a rhance to win a 
ftrcnmlincd car. 



HOW TO ENTER 

• Cut out each week the 
coupon showing the four road 
safety suggestions. When you 
have the whole 32, choose the 
eight you consider the most 
effective and list them in 



their order of merit on the 
entry form, which will be 
printed with the last coupon 
in our issue dated February 
23. To tilt* form must be 
attached a complete set of the 
eight coupons. 



SAVE THIS COUrON UNTIL END OF CONTEST 




13. Road safety instruction for adolescents 
through churches, youth organisations, etc. 



{ 1 i. tegular compulsory mechanical check* af 
motor vehicles at depots and garages. 




15. Greater degree of courtesy on 
road users. 



the part or all j K,. Mote rigid driving tests for ear drivers' and 
motor cyclists' licences. 



Homemaker 



Running n hnmr is no 
-.tii. ill t»b. even with the help 
(if inudfrn equipment. That 

why su many young wive* 
have a houwhold rluquu 
jccuunt. Paying llw ttrix-cr. 
insurance, time payments, 
rent, ,ind so on,, is quickly 
and I'aiily done in your 
own homer when it Is 
simply a in. iti 1 i "] 
writing a cheque. What'i 
marc, a current account 
provide* a pL-mianem 
record of vour 
cxprndilurr. 





Set* thtr Manager of your loefll branch of the 

BANK OF NEW SOUTH WALES 

FIRST BANK IN AUSTRALIA 

I Ml OlPOKAtttU Ik IE* tunil Willi t ITU LJHiTIUI 1 1 1 rt ; 1. 1 •. T . 



Stop odour M hours! 



WITH COLGATE'S NfW 



Tact 

DEODORANT 

"-■■f pc's * miriel* «nti-pnripjr«nl 
in Taut and, ■rhri - meirr, (aiti 
provw that, l'r-r 1 Q U1 - or |Q 
poofjln., Tad cr*v«nts odour for 
* 1 \> II J4 rtaun . actually 
dmlroyi the baclari* liSal r.ouir 
odour. G-at T*tl to-cUyl 





Largo tar 3 '3d 
Handy tube,2'lVid 
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The Duchess 
of Windsor's 
oum story of 



"OUR FIRST REAL HOME" 



M 



4^ J kv * 

it* 'A - 



• TAI. F«yh <"' '">" >'?"'/'""*• •—*** cm MM » M*«**gpH i.oiif. W cheir I had fn nw l.,irWo„ •MrtMttoi 

If' L"° '"" n .". d *", ,S # 3 *' '*'"«• "f «w««J™l .JwrinHy /« inr ,,.)«; „.,„ originally „„, „,l,.,l f„ r the j;„i„„ Mni 

Ml WWW* <»«n / bought from the people who pttimmfy V*4 in the mill—it .temei „ right. Tfc, ekolr. are Jd " , * o™ 



• Garden rtnr o/ our Mnntin lie la 
Tailrrit- (above), l^ft to right UT» 
the gueu cottage, the "Barn" (with 
awning), pnnlrr ami outdoor Sitting, 
ronm. tool-haute. rjrrr gate, bnrhetort' 
quarttrt. and a giimptr of lhr mill. 



• After liriiiE in rented 
houses all their mrirried 
life, the Dttke and Thickens 
of Windsor settled in a 
17th - century mill near 
Paris which they bought 
and remodelled. Here, the 
Duchess describes the 
mill and their life there. 

ON a raw dark dav in early 
winter a year ago the Duki 
and I huddled around the fircplare 
in our still unfinished mill. It was 
eleven months since work had 
started, and we felt we could tell 
Mr. Blandings a thing or two about 
remodelling a dream house. 

At least Mr. B. wai talking to hit 
builders, stonemasons, carpenters, 
plumbers, and electricians in his own 
language. I've been keeping house in 
French for over fifteen years, but I was 
rurldrnly brought f»ce to face with a 
whole new vocabulary of building irrms, 
half of which were unfamiliar to me 
even m English, Besides, like all South- 

erners, 1 still drop my wire at tl nd 

^of a sentence and, of cuurw, the French 
raise Theirs. 

Our French friends are used to hear- 
ing Americans apeak French; but with 
the workmen on lhr mill, between their 
local accent and my American one w 
Vftn often reduced to pointings and 
sign language. 

During these winter week-ends at the 
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mill we kept our eyes and hopes firmly 
■>n the spring. The Duke laid out de- 
:,ufrd [ i.;j!> for the gardens and land- 
-caping. saw that what should br done 
HI that time of year was done. 

Wr hated having to strip the walls 
of the ancient vines, but masons have 
no respect for plants. However, the 
new creeper roots we planted have 
■Lined putting out their tendrils. 

J I was during this wintertime that 
I decided to change the rjining-room. 
As I said, we had at first thought to do 
it in the rich, strung color* of the old 
fruit and flower paintings, hut by now 
I knew the room needed something dif- 
■rr?nt SO I a^rrl Mrs. Claude Lan- 
caster and John Fowler, of the firm of 
Sybil Colfax and John Fowler, of Lon- 
don, lo work on designs for it 

BY THE 
DUCHESS OF WI\DSOR 



The result was the enchanting soft 
greenish-grey walls with a fantasy of 
bulrushes and shells Mr. Fowler painted, 
making the room seem almost twice as 
large. 

To carry out the bulrushes motif 
Mm Lancaster and Mr. Fowler sent 
over the wonderful rush matting woven 
in F.tlgland for the floor, which ties 
together perfectly the rustic feeling of 
the mill with the rather elegant walls 
,ind painted Italian lurnttnrr. 

■ The dining-rocsm it a surprise to 
everyone — even 10 trie — coming lo it as 
one does from the brilliant colors and 
rhttrtTy atmosphere of the hall. 

Sometimes I think the vfTy contrast 
of the work of one talented decorator 



• So/l rotor* made our dininft-room (ahnnn) <*■. in murk larger. 
In the corner behind «ir\ alnioil nbteured. it one of the prt:pti*teratit 
metal ercfiiea-in-lrjr-uufruji/ies. I found thin one on the Left Bonk 
In Pari: and later found a Jeentirf one for the opposite corner of 
the roam. They are wired for liehti and Utah wonderful at nigill. 



• We eaU thU liny roam (below), ajf the drawinm^nont. our 
Rahamion bar because of the map of the titand* arer the *ofa 
and the other *oueeniri of our fire year* in Va<*im. The ecillnm 
Ji rather leu than six feet high — (till friend* aiwayt have to stoop 
in here — bin rrrrvbo/ft seems to tore this rooni, crotteh and off. 
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a little TriX 





does 
a lot 

of work 



WASHING-UP 

1 TEASFOBNFUL FEB WASHUf 

Imagine: Enough in every bottle ot Tru iluublc- 
sirenerh detergent fur over |O0 b| s family wash- 
up* .1 iMinle Jmwrt'l stashing-up' (Mote 
i- .m.iiiiN.il .ind tcrtaiiils mole K (!, MI tli..r. 
using soaps and powders I 





WASHING CLOTHES 

1 TAILESPQON TO 2 ML. OF WATER 

No need (or eipemisc snjps ;ind powdets when you 
use TRIX' And Tru gives you i rlrancr wash 
wilh fat less riming. Tris is "soap-less" — there's 
no suds residue left on the clothes. 



LINOLEUM, TILED FLOORS 

1 TABLESPOON TO W BUCKET OF WATER 

sVutdi that film of , din and stale was Iff! 

rijiht oft when you use Tirv! ( Tris it pcvw;< . . . 
il minimis no abrasives or Ivirsh solvents.) Use 
Tm [in sleaning p.uniwnrk. Uio. 




CARPETS or UPHOLSTERY 

1 TEASPOON TO A PINT OF WAT 

Save £"i cm cleaning bills! Willi Tru you enn " 
it yourself " Tm "lifts our" and ubmrbs din a 
(reuse totours come up bright and new-ltsoki 




CAR CLEANING 

1 TABLESPOON TO A BUCKET OF WATER 

Tru ii hull the (iriir ot "special" car shampoos 
yet NONE does u belief job Ihun Tri* Wash ihe 
car with Trii-in-water. hose as you go ulong. and 
lhat [rulfic film disappears like magic 1 Tn» cleans 
your engine. loo 




WINDOW CLEANING 

1 TEASFOORFUL TO 1 6AL. OF WATER 

Sponge over the pjnei with Tris-in-ss.ilei and ,ce 
hsm thai glass will sparkle! Smears und smudges 
just disappear Tm is equally wonderful for a" 
your glassware und crystal. 

Trix •* tkuit 

it goes twice as far as 
ordinary detergents 

TRU Ft i product or SmmI Tiytor Ply. LUL 
Wrkert *f Iihms Mirteli 




-FAMOVS LAST WOROS- 




Ivuvv the puppy in thr cnr. !>>'/• 
anly br gant a minute," 



■MOTHER- 




"Wf *. 1/u tr/rnf happened to tli4tMi 
choppvd-tip n*p/rii# and thing* I had f 
buff" 



It seems to me 




i!i,ii.,iiiniimimiiiii.ii.'iiiiiiii >< i- 



ANYBODY who fancier 11 ..i.m.iHi.i.if/Y"' 
tiic stage as a career 
might have drawn a lesson 
from the Nat King Cole 
show at the Sydney Stad- 
ium last week. 

Cole, &h ibr star, and with 
a popularity already assnrtrd 
by his records, received thr 
tremendous, almost hysteritdl 1 
.ipplsufp thai prrpts all these 
big- name American lingers 
on their li^htninR KKtrj 
Rut on thr nijrht I 
■!.■:■. a big section of the 
ULidii-'nrr ^rew (.■■■il.--- durini: 
the comedy act which pre- 
ceded Cote. 

the two comedians, Rowan 
.md Martin, werr fair enough. 
They weren't: hritli.ini, not in the ehts* of 
Dave Barry, who ■tupporicd Johnnie Rav and 
Billy Danish in pnndoufc shows. Neverthr- 
.r*$, i hey were r^asonAbly funny. Their trouble 
WU that they had to hold ihe stapc Lou long 
Thr complaining section of ihr audience 
btttltQ lo yell "Ge-t orf the strife' and "fio 
homr," and to dap in that slow rhythm Vrfticfa 
equals counting out. 

Sinre nobody with any hninan fatting ttJiild 
have failed to feci sympathy for the objints 
of this dcniotisiration, the rest of the audience 
applauded as heartily as they could. But that, 
I should think, would have been little bairn 
to thr comedians. 

Mostly, in Australian theatres, if peopl? ;ti. 
not aniujed they merely sit there like damp 
"jiK'u-wool. Thii, to an actor, must be bad 
rnough 

hut the Stadiuni atmospVicrc iCCTJtf U3 pro 
dure irv own brnnd of behaviour. When you 
Jtft therr and hr»r the wild cstrernr* of 
approval and disapproval, you are remindi-'d 
that humanity hasn't changed baAuiaii} since 
I lie RornaoS threw tiir Christians to lions_ 

The lioui, of Course, do prettv wit out of 
It, and if an actor ijrft a liun, he rertainh 
needs the heart of one. 



WE 



HA'] 'EVER could 



ve po.'vscsscd Dl 
Edith SummerskLll, Bnii- 
Lahwur M.P., to behave .c 
she ditl on her recent vii.t 
to Palestine? 

Dr. Summcr&kill Vb - 
irjg is Druze village on Si 
Carmcl. Tile Druze, 'A p<^>p 
wilh Arab traditions, dan I 
permit their women to mis 
with men outside the famil' 
Dr. S., who it. i- Krai: 
feelings .shuijL wumen't righi 
.shoeked and cmb:irr;UH, 
everybody by talcing the hr.i 
syjjltfor'l newly-wed dauphin 
in-law from the women - 
quartern jnd insisting that sb 
shiikr hands with a nulTiber . 1 

male dignitari«, 

Appjrftillv. Dr. Summerskill tumidercd th 
i jiHtiriarjlr protett ^.hhm the downtroddr i 
position of the lutal women. 

Like a lot of people whn deeply abwi 
cauiev %he fsidelills' r.sred nothing for til 
mijary of the unwilling individual she used ; 
an example, 

I wonder how Dr. Summerskitl would Fik 
a visiting Arab to rush imo thr House of Com 
mora, drape her in a y»«hinuk. and depcoi 
her in the neatest kitchen? 



A FRIEND reports a gap in the pjcei 
ing-card field. 
She wrnt looking foT a particular one UV 
olhet day. discovered cards from aunt! ani 
unelri lo nephew-t and nierei and vice vena, 
from trrandmnthers to gTandrhildren, anr 
tisters to brothers. There wan even one from 
a son-in-law to a rriuther-in-lnw. 

What she couldn't find was a card from I 
nirrthrr-ui-lavi to a nn-in-lav. 



YOU'VE got U> hand ii lo Holly vvooil. 
It does think up something new every 
now and again — for instance, the recent 
premiere of the film "Underwater." 

Guests had the choice of viewing die lilm 
through portholes of "stihiti.irine" contrivances 
• ii ..I ptiriinu mi l..itl'ing..siiiis arid aqualungs, 
and sitting on garden se.au twenty feet below 

the mrfaee, 

Prom all accounts, nobody roulrl see the 
film very well, but the premiere served its 
puipose — newspapers all over the world gave 
it spare, 

A much simpler Dut vety effective idea could 
he used at the premiere of a gangster film 
iiiie.ts, equipped with revolvers and tn.irhine- 
Kiinn, might be invited to shoot holes in charac- 
ter* they didn't like 

This would he novel and the guests would he 
sure tn enjoy it. 

Furthermore, some of them would undoubt- 
edly aim badly, and the resultant court rave* 
and inquests could keep the film in the public 
mind for months. 



'VTEW YORK designers have fallen into 
step with Dior's H-line, and forecast 
this year's woman as tall, looting like <t 
cigarette, with the waist round the hip* 
Recently Dior announced that knees and 
elbows were ugly, should be covered. 
Who cm ignore 
Mr. Dior? 

) /.J lioesn'e Jifee. knees 

And says, "Cover them, please. 

He's .. fanciful fellow, is Mr. Dior. 

And u'Jwtever (lie secret, he knmvi the store. 

Tor the ladies love him and tist for more. 

Bui I think that at night 

U'ficn Ire pictures the sight 

0| the things lie lin( done lo the human race 

Of Indies oil sizes 

In clothet he devites. 

He Imiplrs till ihr tears run doi*>n his face 
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• From the Harden yott grt this vietr of the bam Kith the flagged terrare and ao/nc 
Ufijrontl the barn you see pari of the guru COMtfJp and upper garden. At the battoiti 
■ ■/ the dope, loo tote to *h*m here, h one of two branehet vf the Merentuiie River. 



* Thit outdoor ttining rottm — dclightf*! for entertaining in warm weather — overlook* 
the ftugntone terrace and gurdmn. Beyond the door in the both wulf is a *rrring~{Mntry. 
On bud day the saitdoih eurlainM or* drawn aerast to protect thr room'* furnishing*. 



"OUR FIRST REAL HOME" 



THE 

DUCHESS OF WINDSOR 



Continued from page 17 

'.lie Stephan Bnudin (who worked with me on the 
rest of the mill ) with that cif an entirety different 
intern i» more dramatic than anything you might 
letiberatci) plan. 

While 1 am on the subject uf the dining-rnom t 
must tell you about my metal crane*. I found the 
ir.i! one pushed over in a comer of an old shop on 
the Left Bank. It belonged to the worst of the lite 
Victorian era — a metal fountain-piece polychromed 
in violent naturalistic colors — a crane in a group of 
bulrushes and pond liliev In a flash I saw the crane, 
painted white, among soft grey-green leaves and 
rushes standing in a corner of the dining-room. 

Snmehow 1 neglected t<> explain in; vision to 
the Duke before the crane was delivered, and I 
will never forget the look on his face when he first 
caw this gaudy harTor. 

The repainting was so successful, though. Ihai 
we looked lor and found a second similar crane 
for the other corner. Both are cleverly wired for 
lights pow and give an amusing effect at nir^ht. 

I love candlelight, especially in the dining-room, 
but these days most men want extra light, so the 
cranes and hidden lighting by Vendel do the trick. 

Bv tht way, we had Vendc-l light the paintings 
in the mill with concealed spots and also do the 
exterior lighting for the waterfall and garden. 

As you can see, our dining table is small, sentlng 
only four comfortably. It ran be extended far as 
many as 12, but if a P a I rt y gets that large we 
like to have the meal buffet-style around small 
tahlei on the terrace, 

Boih the Duke and I dislike big parties. We like 
the group to be small enough so that we tars have 
general conversation. As Ihe Duke hns had to go 
to so many big functions all his life, he now prefers 
more intimate gatherings. 

To us the ideal-sire dinner party is eight or ten 
— eight if the table is round, so you don't have to 
wurr-v about seating two men or two women next to 
each other. In Paris 1 have several round tops 
that go over small tables, which I often use — 1 like 
two small tables of six or eight so much better than 
one long table of twelve or sixteen. 

Once in a while we give a Inrgr dinner party in 
iitwtj — for some special occasion or for a visitor — 
but you ran imagine how seldom it is when I say 
that 1 then have tp borrow dining-room chain. 

Aside from our personal preference for small 
parties, there's the matter ol food. Really interest- 
ing food is impossible, our chef says, if there are 
more than twelve at table. As the numbers grow 
[he menu begins to be governed by what can be 
prepared and served well in quantity. 

r»rM 

(VfXT W£fff: Wrtn pictures or imj guest rooms 
in the Moulin de la Tuiletie, the Duchess of 
Windsor jives her ideas 'or entertaining, 
together with some menus and tarorite dishes. 

Tim Austxaijan Women's WnUtLv - Jxnuarv 26. 19 
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• Our ehef. Bene Lrfrot. mho wai mllh the Duke In Enltnna*. thinks Ihe mill'i fcrlrhcn rnueh Inn smalt — It li, 6MSSM) . A 
mlh ihr irnr in Pvrit. Her* he ll preparing a buflel luncheon la l>e mervrH «n ihe l&rrwert rntd Icifulrr, rhirfcrn pir. mn,;l 
regetablet* ti.para0U* talad, gturr hanaaa,. Utile cnires. and cheese. The lit nipper pal. hanging nborr are nesr. hur tho*e capper 
muuMi under Ihe tcindtne are aid — rhev ramp seilh the Uuke't things /roin l.andan, ore .lamped urith Quern r'icforii 



na 1 arm.. 
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In 1750 



jjrrif/, jjrrtr/,, grrit (.ir*ndmotfxr 
tUUticJ iital her lUu^bhr d*tf 
¥*ttlay\ S/-.;v.'i in /wr Gfory flow' 




In 1955 vou, too, can date 

pinlays 
sheets 

and see how long 

they'll wear I 

Discriminaimg women all round the world have 
proved that Finlay's guaranree a the sure sign of 
dependable i|iialiry Fmlavs Sheets have been rigor- 
ously rested and have proved rheir srrcngth and 
long- wearing equalities over two hundred yeai*. 
They're made in the Scomsh Highlands from the 
b«t cotton with a smooth linen finish Now you 
can buy ihem in lovely pasnU or white 1 Choose 
from blue, primrose apricot nil-green, rose or 
dark-rose 



Look for rhe name Pinky i 
on the selvedge 



■•v 



Alu i>k for Finliy's 

Window Holland' 
they're guaran- 
teed Jadeir»! / 




FINLAYS 
FAMED 

LINEN-FINISH SHEETS 

Ptic/e 80 



Sinatra in Australia: 




.•iR&V E: Arm prat&ceively round hi* daughter, -Vancy. Frank Sinatra 
Haiku thromgh the tf*m0ring crowpd of /bhi to board She plane to 
Mrlbtmr nr an hour after hi* arrival in Sydmtr. BEL0 W t The 
Sinatras with Dorothy Drain, who met them in Fiji a*td flew with 
thftti to Sydney. (Picture* by staff photographer Ron Berg.) 





ABOVE: Frank Sinatra urith torn* of the 
reporter* and hroadearter* at W (treat airport- 
Belom Supporting arti*t* in the Sinatra thr**r. 
Lais Ray, Ann MeCarmack, and Frank D 4 Am tire. 
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lis loves are work and his children 



Exclusive interview 
with Dorothy Drain 

I flew to Fiji lust week-end to gel all 
unive interview with Frank Sinatra. 
Tliere was a triage, three and a half hours 
mil from Nandi on the homeward journey 
to Sycfawy, when I wondered whether a 
3<HK)-iiiile journey and a new • niallpox 
snir had heen wasted. 



IN the end it turned out 
(0 be worth while, 
I .aw three phases of. 
- i. hi a, three aspects of 
the personality that has 
• ••used the extremes of 
admiration and hostility in 
■ >plc who seek to write 
lit him. 
\t Nandi airport. Fiji, he 
I: tidied my letter of intrndur- 
tinn as if it had been a time 
At Mascot, where 
.uids of youngstrrs hud 
i"d. and flush-bulbs 
p [iped like machine-guns, he 
the attot. coming alis'c 
.ludlcner. and set. curi- 
acting onts himself. 
In l-nveett IS.0W> fret 
the Pacific, and half- 
v*i\ through the eight-hour 
he had talked freely 
' me for 40 minutes. It 

lalk ihill revealed him 
as a sensitive and intelli- 
l . it man, a 
min who be- 
passion, 
atel) and «er- 

it) in both his singing and 
lib ..cling. 

The first part o( thr journey 
In spent asleep in the all 
rahin. I had met life 14-year. 
..I. daughter, Nancy, whose 
pretty face and sweet manner 
justify her lather's pride. 

I had made a Itind of 
mitral alls- of Hank Saniroln, 
I manager, who has bmi 
s\ith him "for 19 years, and 
tines "we'* to mean Sinatra. 
Occasionally Mr. Sanirola, 
Iween »ati bine comedian 
t D'Amore .ind guitarist 
' iik Bonney play gin rummy, 
fc.'d through the rurlain and 
irncd with an averted eye. 
I was beginning to weigh 
possibilities of a story en- 
d "Eight hours with 3 
pitta celebrity." using the 
■ rs as background, against 
niiiion nf droine myself 
vlien Sinatra appeared. 
Possibly 1 WAS di>7ine, for 
" materialised through the 
nun at jfctrtlingly as Ran- 
ghost — and, at firtt. 
quite as cold. 
An hour later I MM won 
ft Not that Sinatra, to an 



audience uf one, tries to do 
any winning over. I "I had hg- 
ufod on a 12-day holiday, sing- 
ing some son^s — not on Press 
interviews," w'.tr, his opening. 1 
But hi* responds tin two sub- 
jects. Thrv nre his ssork illu'I 

his children. Those. 1 think, 
air llie two lnves of his life. 

The fact that he resents per- 
sonal questions is so iVststl 
known that later, among the 
crowd of Press at Mitscot. tin 
body asked him anything 
about hi* private life. 

In "kirting the subject by 
indicating that 1 ktien of this 
attitude, I got a comment that 
was revraling. 

"Basically." he said. "I like 
to be honest. 1 like to anssscf 
questions honestly. Hoss can 
one be honest about rtelUlgJ 
which involve and may hurt 
other people, svhirh may not 
even be clear to oneself'" 

That statement ] helirvc is 
true. Once he gets tvnund up 
to talking, lie 
By goes on taikina, 

DOROTHY DRAIN for 

the right an- 
ssier, for ish.tt lie realk think*. 
It is prabahty also The basis of 
some of his feuds svith press- 
men in the past. He is a seri- 
ous and earnest man. and he 
scants to be taken seriously. 
There's no flippancy, no, wisr- 
rrnrks. 

Only when he smiles, and 
he doesn't smilr nflrn, dors 
he look younger than his 37 
years. 

He has all the passionate 
dedication of the artist. There 
are plcmtv of people who 
would not put popular songs 
in the category of art, bin 
Sinatra has an answer for 
them, 

"1 have a theory about 
model n popular songs," he 
•aid. "Other musicians don'l 
always agree svith it, but I 
believe that the svotds are 
more important than the 
melody. 

"Some songs aren't good, 
hut the best nf them are what 
you might call everyday kind 
of poetry. Thev aren't im- 
portant, not in thr sense of 
being great poetry, but they 




arenl unimportant either 

Nothing that reachrs iia many 

people can be called unim- 
portant." 

American stories talk of the 
"new" Sinatra, of the change 
in his personality sinre the 
war days, when bobhyso-irr- 
fainted in the rrush to see 
him and to souvenir his floppy 
how ties. 

"I've merely grown up," hr 
Mid, "It wouldn't be honest 
not to admit that I adored the 



CONTEST A 3MEJV f)3MEl\ T T 

Our Min niton hao been rlrassn In ihr fart thnt a mini Iter of Itttn 
drivers are ineligible to *nler our contest lieeaiise Ihey have received 
Itoad Safely Council award*, which automatically make tliem iiieiiilier» 
of ihr Council with bailgri. 

*ft hen t.c (Ires, up nut- I'onle.t Rules (published In our Jannar. S anil 12 innueiO 
it hbi intended llinl thr phrase in Rule A "uirnihers and employees nf the Australian 
Konil -.ofei. ( ounrll are not eligible to enter the eonlen" would cose r only a few 
people iitimedialel* enncernrd with mad *nfet> aslministrBtlun. 

Aeeordinaly, Rule 8 has been amended In rend: "The emplnyeen nf Cnn*ollclated 
Press t.td, or lis asKseiate eompanie* and employ-re* and 'or nsemlsei-n rhr Fxeeutisr 
1 ooonillee or ant sub-eoiiimlttee of llie Ati.lenliaii Road Safrl. ' ouneil v i,u lu.toij,- 
-late anil Territorial H"«d Safely CounrlU) are not eligible In enter the conic I. Not 
ore their huisbandi. wise*, parrnlh rhildren. brother*, and sUlrra." 
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bobhysoxer days. But we've 
all grutvn up. 

"As for bow ties, I just 
slopped svearitig thciu because 
1 thouyihi I'd ttkr to wear a 
(ouron-hand tie foe a change. 
And I began to ssear hats be- 
rausr I ssas walking in Inn- 
don one day and 1 saw some 
hats in a shop railed Scott's. 
They svne hats I roiilrl wear 
They didn't look like a sun- 
lionnet on me. So I bought 
two, and when they wore out 
1 had them rnpied." 

My (juesj » that Sinalra 
hasn't changed sn tl inch as he. 
roiur sufTiciently assured In 
be himself. 

Sinatra's attiiude in teen- 
agers today's bobhysoxer? — 
lias become paternal. When hr 
hears them yell, a lighl seems 
to sw iirh on insidr him 

lie has ait inlensr belief in 
liinnrlf "At the height of 
stiain I tin nine lalmest," he 
told me. "Croicds ran be 
frightening, hut 1 say to my- 
self, RveiMhittg is going in lie 
all right.' That eeri.iinis 
hel|is me throuch After- 
wards there is a feeling of 



Fff.-fi\*\ Sf,\.4Tfld (tnrf ifriMghler \nner nf Mas*caM u ir. 
port. ,'Vonrr it rfulefliiif a fionfa preteufecf to hrr br ., cfciM 
nn hrr nrrlral in lu>ij-„(i„ leilh her Aimou* jathrr. 



warmth, almost of spiritual 
satisfaction. It ir a very sson- 
derlul thing to kmw sou have 
made someone happv " 

This sense of power is 
natutal to lop s-ntettainers to- 
day. Sinatra, bark in 1944. 
tried to use il to good end. 
Hr embarked on a crusade. 



of 



mismidoistoiid 



tern ess 

in. in 

He remembers, as if thev 
were new wound/, the derixio 
of those who rrlusecl to brlies 
in a erootter's inotise, 

"I wasn't Frighleiied off." 
lie said. "We isvren't hurting 
anvbody. I believed I was 
I here was a lot of trouble rioittj right, and if I think 
in srhools at that time,"' he T am doing right 1 don't 
said "Kids were nicking one what anvfxids think. 

another with knives Some had », , U :. ; . 

lhl.lg.wemn, tamMp>m< tom^p CO* 

She is a pretty, hriis>n h,iired 



racial intolerance svas eausing 
sclinul stt ikes 

"1 had 'arrived." It seemed 
a shame not to do something 
for the kids. Thev had helped 
me. 1 had a public relation' 
officer he's dead noss — ssho 
suggested I lecture at s.hosils 

"School superintendents j n . 
shed us all os-er the place. 
Bui lots of people rouldn'i 
helieve I was sinerre. .\nd 



child, cumposrd in her man- 
ner, and unspoiled. 

The three Sinaita rhUdrerj 
live svith theii tnotltec, N»tu-s. 
Sinatra's first wife. Nan.s 
and 11 -year-old Ftank visit 



their lather and 



accent p.im 



him on trips. There i, n., 
need to ask Sinatra how he 
feels about his children. Von 



prrssnrr groups tried lo stop have only lo see him l<«ik a' 
us or lo use us." Nam s 

When Sinatra talks ol thai "She's very likr bet mother." 
period, it is still with the bit- he rrnwked. 

Pacje 21 



National Library of Australia 



http://nla.gov.au/nla.news-page4817004 



as popular ^ as a Puppet Show 




Kia-ora 
topping 




AUSTRALIA'S FAVOURITE 
FRUIT JUICE CORDIAL 




K\a-ora o 

FRUIT j01flB S& 
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Kia-ora Topping makes every sweet a treat- 
obtainable in your favourite flavours. 

KIAORA MEANS GOOD HEALTH 

Thh Ahkiumjah Womhn's Wobsly - January 16, l"?S5 
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This is my story, 




% SVJVUPSIS A\lei an unhappy orphan childhood 'ind an umuaessjitl 
marriage ivkich ends in divorce when she is 19, MARILYN MONROE (born 
NORMA JEAN MORTENSON) tries to break into movies. A period of bitter haui- 
ihtp, during which she poses nude jor a calendar to earn a much-needed 50 dollars. 
is followed by a small success when she gets a part as a bit player. Then, without 
warning, she is sacked. She has no money, and practically no friends, and is in a stale 
of utter despair when suddenly, and for the first time in her life, she falls in love. 




jHEN I lay on this ocenn bottom 
of despair, love hit mo, hoisted 
me into the air and stood me 
on my feet looking at the world as if 
Td just been born. 



I 



HE'S married now in a movie 
star and it might embarrass 
him d I used his real name, and 
hrr. too. I read in the paper 
that their marriage, only a year 
• ■Id, is heading for the Holly- 
wotnl reefs where most of the 
movidand marriages came 
apart. A few years ago I might 
have felt like giving it a push, 
just for old times' sake. 

Rir now Fve knnwn happiness and 
I wish him well and I wish anybody 
lit loves well. 

I -.vas coming out of the casting 
department at M.G.M. with the usual 
mulls — no job and no prospects — 
»ien a girl f knew im reduced me to 
W ■ rdinary-looking man. Ail I 
CtwW tell about him was that he 
1 an actor. 

Actors are often wonderful and 
rhanning people, but for a woman 
la krrt an actor is something like 
It's like loving a brother with 
I lie : ame face arid manner as vour 

own, 

Wr went to a cafe and sat down 
ml talked. Or, rather, he talked I 
itarrd and half listened. I was sick 
infill with failure and there was no 
hope In me. His voice was like a 
i irdVine. He told mc he was a 
ion and how he liked To play 
fir piano and why xorm- mimic was 
- than other music. I didn't 
lltiiii of him as a man 0* a musician. 
All I thought was- "He'« alive and 
itroiig." 

He called roc up and I always 
ban :cd to join him. The first thing 
I saw when I entered any place to 
mrrr him, no matter how rrnwded it 
*ai. was his face. It would jump 
(Mil j| me. 

Alter a few weeks he knew I loved 
him I hadn't said so, bul I didn't 
have in, I stumhled when I weni to 
lit down, my mouth hung Open, my 
hcj-i ached so much T wanted to 
cry all the time. If his hand 
(on bed mine by accident my kneel 
^ sled. 

He smiled at me through all this 
I were half a joke. When he 
burjhed at things I hadn't meant to 
hi ''inny I felt flattered. He ulked 
i I t about women and the empti- 
if their love. He had just been 
divorced and wan very cynical. He 
hid a six-year-old son whose custody 
•ud been granted him by the court. 

One evening after he had put hi* 
wn 10 bed he sat and played the 
piano far me. He played a long 
I im >■ Then he did something that 
<*4riV my heart beat erniily. In 
"(fir to see the musir heller he put 
'ia a pair af glasses. I had never 
w-n him with glasses on. 

I don't know why, but 1 had 
ilt.iys been attracted lo mrn who 
»«r glasses. Now. when he put ihem 
«j I fell suddenly overwhelmed. 



When 1 looked back on all the 
years I cnuld remember I shuddered. 
I knew now how cold and empty 
they had been. I had always thought 
of myself as someone unloved. Now 
I knew there hsid been something 
worse than that in my life. It had 
been my own unloving heart. I had 
loved myself a little, and Aunt Grace, 
and Anna, How little it seemed now! 

1 tried to figure out what was so 
different about my life. It was the 
same — no hopes, no prospects, all 
doors closed. The troubles were still 
there — every one of them — but they 
were like dust .wept into a corner. 

There was only one rloud in my 
paradise, and it kept growing. At 
first nothing had mattered to me 
except my own love. After a few 
months I began lo look at his love. 
I looked, listened, and looked, and 
I couldn't trll myself more than he 
lold me. I couldn't tell if he really 
loved me. 

He grinned a lol when we were 
together and kidded me a lot. I 
knew he liked me and was happy to 
be with me. But hfs love didn't seem 
anything like mine. Must of his talk 
in me was a form of criticism. He 
criticised my mind. He kept point- 
ing out how little 1 knew and how 
unaware of life I was. It was sort of 
true. I tried to know more by read- 
ing books. 

I had a new friend. Natasha 
Lytcss. She was an acting coach and 
a woman of deep culture. She told 
me what to read. I rend Tolstoy and 
Turgenev. They excited ntf and I 
couldn't lay a book down till I'd 
finished it. And I would go around 
dreaming of all the characters I'd 
read and hearing them talk to each 
other. But I didn't feel that my mind 
was improving, 

I never complained about his criti- 
cism, but it hurt me. Alone, I would 
lie awake repeating all he'd said. I'd 
think, "He can't love me or he 
wouldn't be so conscious of my 
faults. How can he love me if I'm 
such a goof to him?" 

Then finally I realised the truth. 
He didn't love me. A man can't love 
a is-nman on whom he looks down, 
and he showed clearly in his criti- 
cism that that was how he felt about 
me. So I knew what 1 had to do. 

When I saw him again the next 
day I laid good-bye. 

ALL this time I had forgotten 
about my film "career." 
But F went on looking for work 
because I was broke. I was 
living on money J could borrow. 

Someone I met at a lunch counter, 
lold me they were making retakes 
on a movie railed "Love Happy" 
and needed .1 girl for a bit part. 
Harpo and Groucho Marx were in 
the movie. 
I won on the set and found Ihe 



producer, Lester Cowan, in charge. 
He introduced me In Groucho and 
Harpo. It was like meeiing familiar 
characters out of "Mother Goose. 7 * 
There they were with the same 
happy, crazy look I had seen on the 
screen. They both smiled at me as if 
I were a piece of French pastry. 

"This is the young lady for the 
office scene," said Mi. Cowan. 

Grourho stared thoughtfully at mc. 

"Can you walk?" he demanded. 

I nodded, 

"This role," said Groucho, "calls 
for a young lady who can walk by 
me in such a manner as to arouse 
my elderly lihido and cause smoke 
to issue from my ears." 

Harpo honked a horn at the end 
of his cane and grinned at me. 

I walked the way Groucho 
wanted. 

"Exceedingly well dune," he 
lieamed. 

Harpo honked three 
times and blew a piercing 
whistle. 

"It's Mae West, Theda 
Bara, and Bo-Peep rolled 
into one," said Groucho. 
"Wc shoot the scene 
morrow morning, 
early." 

"And don't do any 
walking in any unpoliced 
areas," said Harpo. 

I played the nest day. 
Groucho directed me. It 
was hardly more than a 
walk-on, bul Mr, Cowan, 
the producer, said I had 
the makings uf a star and '""N 
that lie was going to do vol 
something about it. 

When you're broke and 
a nobody and a man tell* 
you that, he become* 



a genius in your eyes. Bul nolliing 
happened for a week. 

Then one morning I found my 
name in ihe headline ol a Hollywood 
movie-gossip column. I was so ex- 
cited I fell oui of bed. The headline 
said Lester Cowan had put me under 
contract to star in a lorlhrominK 
movie- 

I dressed and marie up quicker 
than a fireman and squandered my 
last two dollars on a taxi. 

Mr. Cowan was in his office. 

I laid him I'd read about getting 
a contract. I even suggested I gel 
a hundred dollars a week. 

"We'll see," Mr. Cowan replied. 
"Just go home and wait till you heat 
from me. I'll send for you." 

He kept his wotd and sent for me. 
He wasn t ready to use mc as a star. 
But he would like to engage me to 
exploit the movie "Love Happy." 

"But 1 don't know how to exploit 
a picture," I said. 

"You don'i have lo know." Mr 
Cowan replied. "All yuu have to do 
is to be Marilyn Monroe." 

He explained that 1 would travel 
from city to city, put up at the finest 
hotels, meet the Press, give out inter- 
views, and pose for photographers. 
Mr. Cowan agreed In pay my travel- 
ling expenses and give me a salary 
of a hundred dollars a week. 



The day before 1 left for New 
York to start ihe tour of ihe U.S.A. 
1 realised I had almost no wardrobe. 

"I won't be- much of an advertise- 
ment in one old suit," I told Mr. 
Cowan- 
He gave me 75 dollars to outfit 
myself for ihe tour. 1 bought three 
woollen wits for 25 dollars apiece. 

I bought woollen suits because 1 
remembered that New Yotk and 
Chicago were in the north. I had 
teen them in the movies blanketed 
with snow. I forgot it was summer- 
time there as well as in Los An- 
geles. 

When the train stopped in New 
York I could hardly breathe, it was 
so hot. It was hotter than I bad 
ever known it lo be in Hollywood. 
The woollen suit made me feel as if 
I were wearing an oven. 

The Press agent who was super- 
vising my trip had mc pose on the 
train steps with perspiration running 
down my face and an ice-cream cone 
in each hand. 

The caption for the pictures read: 
"Marilyn Monroe, the hottest thing 
in pictures, cooling off. " 

That "cooling off" idea became 
sort of the basis for my exploitation 
work. 

Half an hour after arriving in 
New York I was led into an elegant 
suite in the SherTy-Nethcr- 
land Hotel and told to put 
on a bathing suit. 

More photographers ar- 
rived and took pictures of me 
^ "cooling off." 

I spent several days in New 
York looking at the walls of 

Continued on page 30 



MARILYX MON- 
ROE. 5ntf lost her 
firtl film job tehe-a 
m o t i e magnate 
Darrrl Z a n u e It 
Maid hrr ioohr Kvre 
again it hmr, Smt 
the Miir.T brolhm 

smiled at her at if 
the tterr a piece o/ 
French pttttry and 
her morfe eat err 
began again. 
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Enchanted and enchanting — 
with her shining Marigny Co/<f Wave. 






A MARIGNY 
hairdresser could 
soon transform her ! 
She needs 
professional advice 
and treatment. 

V 



The MARIGNY Cold Wave revitalises as it curls 

This cool, comfortable treatment is 100% successful on all types of hair 
—and is only given by thoroughly trained Manjny operators who diagnose 
the exact condition of ihe-hair's porosity and elasticity. Ihcn process the 
wave accordingly. 

It is a gentle process which actually restores vitality iind lustre to the hair 
as it coaxes in natural, Jong-lusting waves and curls, 
It is the SAFE way to keep your precious hair lovely in all climatic con- 
ditions 



Healthy hair is beautiful hair. 

No woman can afford to lake her hair health for granted ! 
Over-exposure to the sun, bad permanent waves, amateurish 

application of tints, washing the hair with harsh soaps or detergent 
shampoos arc just a few of the causes of damaged, unhealthy hair. 
Regular professional advice from a trained Marigny hairdresser will 
restore and safeguard the health of your hair. And no matter what 
kind of hair you have— strong or straggly, dry or oily, sun-dried or 
..winter-weary — a Marigny Cold Wave will give you the 
loveliest, most natural-looking wave you've ever had. 



PUT YOUR HAIR IN THE HANDS Of A TRAINED MARIGNY OPERATOR 
Malre rurr you bivt * 



mark; IN Y 



The CCWTLE Cold Wave recommended by hairdriers. 
MARION Y LABORATORIES PTY. LTD. makers of Smin Set (letting lotion) and other Hair Cosmetic 
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KAY MELAVIS SAYS 



FOR TEENAGERS 



Here's your answer 

Minding your own bunine»a is one of the most difficult jobs 
in the world, necessitating a great deal of self-control, especially 
in the case of one's friends, 

you're neither engaged nor 
married to him. 

If you show too much, in- 
terest in how he spends his 
money, he'll ihinlt you're try- 
ing 10 manage him — -which, 
you .ire, .trcn'l you? 



THE more you like your 
friends, ii seems, the 
greater your urge to help 
them by pointing out their 
mistakes. 



In 'inns this you have 
you call "the best of 
motives," The friends, 
however, are apt to call 
your help "minding ray 
business for me." 

Here's a typical in- 
stance: 



vhiit indeed. 



"POR the past 
weeks I have 
going out with a 
one year younger 
myself. He L. 17. 
are 



few 
been 
boy 
than 
W* 

great friends and 
gel on well together. 
However, the other day 
he admitted to me that 
be has not banked a 
penny since he began 
work some years ago. 
He now spends £12 clear a 
fortnight on enjoyment. As a 
friend I would like to mention 
something about it In hint in 
the way of saving. What do 
yon suggest? Should I or 
should I not?" 
Peanuts, QEd. 

No, Peanuts. The mosr 
you should do, if the subject 
ol saving and spending crops 
up, is to mention that you 
save so-and-so-much every 
week and have acquired a 
ITCcable bank account. 

You have no right to tell 
him how to handle his money. 

This is his own business, not 
yours at all, especially since 




"J GO away front home In 
a Boarding-school which 
I have been attending since 
the age of ten, and I'm now 14. 
1 am the only child. When 
at home — that Is every holi- 
days and free weekends now 
— I know very few girls and 
no hoys my age. Could you 
advise me how to make 
friends with people my owa 
age, as I do not wanl to go 
everywhere with my parents?" 
"Lonely," N.5.W, 

Can you ask some of your 
erhool friends home for week- 
ends? I mean one at a time, 
of course. Although this 
wouldn't lead directly to 



OEHHiE'S RECiPE 

THIS week Debbie makes a tempting 
salmon salad. She always finds it very 
popular and quick and easy to prepare and 
serve. 

SALMON SALAD 
One ISoi. tin salmon, \ cup diced celery, 1 
dessertspoon lemon juice, I dessertspoon diced red 
pepper, I cup mayonnaise, sail and pepper to taste, 
crisp lettuce leaves, tomato and onion slices, cooked 
beetroot, celery slicks', and quartered hard-boiled 
eggs- 

1 Remove salmon from tin, discard bones; break 
salmon into flakes, using two forks 

2. Cover red pepper with water, bring to boiling 
point, simmer 2 minutes, drain. 

3. Add to lalmon with crlery, lemon juice, and 
mayonnaise. 

4. Mix lightly together with spoon or fork. 

5. Flavor to taste with salt and pepper, cover 
and chill. 

6. Fill into crisp lettuce leaves and serve attrac- 
tively on large platter with remaining salad 
ingredients. 



making more local friends, t 
might do so indirectly. 

In the company of a jeh»)l 
friend you might feel mot' 
confident to nt.ike overtures. l< 
some of the local girls. 

Perhaps the only step 

i i.tt i would be i 

ask home some of Ihe 
girls you meet and kn< 
slightly. Someone ho-? 
issue the first invitation 
- why not let it be yt'U I 
in this instance? 

However, askii;| I 
friends home may not I 
be possible for yon I 
Whether it is or not, I f 
do think you should 
speak to your parents. 

If talking to them s 
difficult — discussing pet- r 
sonul feelings with pa \ 
ems sometimes is— wh* A 
not write to then i frdn 1 
school almost exactly • I ( 
you've written CO me? 
I repeat "almost exactly 
If you write, leave out th< I 
reference to boy-friend 
You're only 14, remember | 
Your parents may get quit 
the wrong idea and write off I 
your pleas as an excuse tv 1 
Mart having dates with boys 

"WOULD yon please tell m 
the correct seating • 
the bridal party table an , 
what gifts are necessary fo* , 
those is (he bridal part 
besides other points of I 
etiquette?" 

F.E., Mayfield, N-S.W. 

I answered a similar quer- I 
about sealing a wedding tafaf' 1 
in the issue o r January 12. 

Since you're having the re- 
ception at a place whic 
caters (or weddings, you coul' 
work out all the details wit-- 
the people there. They wi 
seat your table. 

Regarding presents: Th' 
bridegroom gives presents ta 
the bride and bridesmaid: 
Often the bride gives lh- 
groorn a present. 

The bride's lather pays a I 
the costs of the rcceptioi 
Usually he gives the youn.; 
couple a present, loo. 

Atl costs of the actual wed 
ding ceremony are paid b, 
the bridegroom — the fee du? 
to the organist, to the soloist 
if there is one. the bouquet 
for the bride, bridesmaids, and 
for his mother and the bride' 
mother, plus buttonholes fo: 
the best man, groomsmen, am 
the two fathers. He also pas 
for his car to the church 
and for the ears for himielv 
the bride, groomsmen, bride 
maids, and the bride's paren - 
to the reception. 



AVHEN I played Edmundn 
Ros' LP called "Dance 
the Samba" on LFA.1126, I 
feared eight numbers would 
become monotonous, but vou 
can rest assured that this ii 
not the rase. Ros mixes his 
tunes to give plenty of 
variety, perfect for dancing 
and also good lor fresh party 
background music. 

'pLAYTIME in (Irani 
and "Cfioo Choo Samba" 
are both genuine Brazilian 



'JMIE next time you step out 
on the floor for a samhi 
you can dazzle your psrtnn 
with science, or r 'ther history 
by rrrninding him thai thr 
dance can be traced hick to 
Vasco da Cama. Thai intrepi i 
seaman took the rhythms of 
the Fado and Pasodobte ftoni 
Portugal, his native I nrl. 
across to Brajil, whete lhe> 
became grafted to the local 
music, resulting in the samb' 

— Bernard Fletchrt 
The Australian Women's Wemly - ja 0uir y 2h, 1955 



DISC DIGEST 

tunes; "Voila Voih" and 
"Samba Rhapsody" were com- 
posed in England for the Ros 
ork; and "Wedding Samba" is 
based on an old Hebrew 
theme. Two novelties are 
"Square Dance Samba" and 
"'Miry Ann," the latter being 
derived from a Calvpso with 
amusing lyrics; and finally 
there is "Madalena," chosen 
once as Brazil's top turn- 



National Library of Australia http://nla.gov.au/nla.news-page481 7007 




T m a„»t»ali»m Womeh'i Weekly - Jinu«ry 26. 1955 



Page 25 



National Library of Australia 



http://nla.gov.au/nla.news-page4817008 




Are}©u in 
the know? 



There's a new 
improved KOTEX 



wi 



ith 



EXTRA 
ABSORBENCY 



Now more than ever the new Kotex is far and away 
the most absorbent sanitary napkin you can buy. 



Kotex has always given you the mosl absorbency — 
and you have always been able to use either side of 
the nankin. NOW there is a new improved Kotejc 
which is more absorbent than ever. This will be 
self evident to regular users of Kotex Sanitary 
Napkins. If you've used other napkins in the past, 
switch to the new Kotex. Its far greater absorbency 
will give you tang-lasting comfort and confidence 
such as you've never known before. 




Chooser Kotex belt when you 
purchase your Kotex napkins. 
Five styles lo choose from. 



KOTEX CANT CHAFE — CAN'T FAIL — CANT SHOW. 




It'i so e»iy to serve yourself 
with Kotea sanitary napkins 



NO increase in price. 

Everywhere 
Kotex 
is still only 




HOU WOMEN THROUGHOUT THE WOULD CHOOlt KOTO X THAN ALL OTHER «NtT*m NAPKINS 
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THE Sara Quads are 
down in Sydney from 
their home in Bdlingen, 
N.S.W., for the first firm; 
in more than a year for a 
holiday and to take the 
limelight in a three-day 
programme arranged for 
them by the Chamber of 
Commerce of the seaside 
suburb of Harbord. 

Their official vilit starts on 
Saturday, January 22, and 
Tidf the following Monday, 

During the three days they 
will be the guests of honor at 
a aeries of luncheons and offi- 
cial receptions, and will be 
feted by the residents of the 
Manly - Wamngah Shire 
wherever they go. 

Their jurats, Mr, »ttd Mrs. 
Percy Sara, and elder brother 
Geoffrey are accompanying 
them on all their official en- 
gagements. 

Highlights of the Saras' Syd- 
ney visit will be the official 
switching on by Betty Sara of 
the perpetual Mothers' Mem- 
orial Light at the Harbord 
Baby Health Centre. 

On Saturday the Saras will 
attend a reception and offi- 
cial luncheon, and in the 
afternoon Percy Sara will take 
Mark, Alison, Judith, Phillip, 
and Geoffrey for a quiet 
family swim. 

Sunday will be an exciting 
day for the Quads, 

After attending a morning 
reception and luncheon they 
will be driven to Freshwater 
beach to tneet members of the 
life-saving squad. 

The Freshwater march past 
team will parade specially 
for the Sara children, and the 
boat crew will take them for 
a ride in the club's lifebn.it 
if the surf ii not rough. 

While they are at the beach 
the Quads will have a swim, 
watched by beach inspector 
Jim Dnnald, who has been an. 
pointed their "special watch- 
dog" while they are guests of 
the Harbord Chamber of 
Commerce. 

Mr. Donald will be right 
behind the children wherever 
they go on the beach. 

On Monday, the last dav 
of their official visit, the Sara 
family will attend a reception 
(riven by the Mayor and 
aldermen of Manly Council, 
wifl touT scenic spots round 
Manly, and in the afternoon 
will visit the zoo as guests of 
Sir Edward Halljrtrom, chair- 
man of Taronga Park Trust 
As a souvenir of the Saras' 
visit, the president of the 
Harbord Chamber of Com- 
merce, Mr. John Swain, will 
present Percy Sara with a 
specially bound book of pic. 
tures of every place the Quads 
visit while they, are in Manly- 
Warringah. 
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A JliNOESQUE lady of 
our acquaintance went 
into one of Sydney's more ex- 
clusive dress salons to hvy a 
raincoat. The one she fancied 
uw 40 ovinias. 

Her purse not being as 
ample as her figure, she re- 
gretfvlly.refused the coal and 
was about to walk out unci 
the salesman (an oldish man') 
said wistfully, "IV ould 
madame please try it on? She 
has suck a wetl-grown figure- 
Rarely nowadays does owe ge' 
lite cJirmce to see a beautiful 
coat like this on a really 
womanly woman." 

She loves her 
sea shells 

JTOR one who is invariably 
seasick, can't swim a stroke, 
and is "absolutely terrified" of 
the water. Mm. Christopher 
Frost. of Port Douglas, 
Queensland, has chosen an un- 
expected calling. 

She collects shells, which 
are found as far as 30 miles 
oat on the Great Barrier Reef. 

"Yes, I know it sounds mad." 
she said, speaking in a lilting 
Welsh accent which she has re- 
tained after 27 years in Aus- 
tralia. "But you see it's so 
exciting that I forget all about 
my horrors when I start hunt- 
ing for shells." 

We found Mrs. Frost 
lurrctunded by beautifully 
colored and shaped specimens 
which she had brought to 

Sydney for an exhibition. 

As w r e went into the exhibi- 
tion, a tape-recording which 
Mrs. Frost made to save her 
voice talked lovingly of the 
wonders of the shells which 
she has collected in the past 
five years and which she now 
estimates are worth £+000. 

"I used to run hotels and 
stores ia Port Douglas, North 
Queensland.'' uid Mrs. Frost. 
''Bui I was getting a hit tired 
and thought I'd Like something 



"Then a lighthouse keeper 
brought me a little jar of shells 
and I got so fond of them that 
I thought I'd start collecting 
for myself. 

"Ever since then I've 
worked much harder than I 
ever did before. But it's worth 
it, because I so love the 
creatures.** 



Keeping it in 
the family 

A SKIT in Sydney's Phtllif 
Street Theatre's currem 
revue, "Hat Trick." is an 
authentic family affair. 

Robert Helpmann and 
Katharine Hepburn are due 
in Australia this year and 
there has been a certain 
amount of conjecture as lo 
the play! they will do. 

In the revue U SheiL- 
Helpmann, Bobby's steer 
who impersonates her brolht 
tu bis roles in "Hamlet, "A 
Midsummer Night's Dream, 
■'Macbeth," and "King Jnhti 

Basing the idea on actua 
trans-Atlantic phone calls, 
which touk place between he 
brother and Miss Hepburn 
Sheila is interrupted in the 
throes of rehearsals: 

"Of course they'll under- 
stand 'Hamlet' out there, 
darling.' she says in Bobby'i 
deep voice. "My dear, 1 be 
lieve the natives are gettini 
quite civilised" 

Discussing "Hamlet" cast- 
ing: "Of course you'll br 
right for the part — no, deat 
I mean the Queen, (aside 
African or otherwise. (Pause 
Of course you're old enough 
to be my mother, (aside; 
You're old enough to be mi 
grandmother." 

Sheila says that her greates- 
difficulty in impersonating her 
brother (whom she irrongl) 
resembles) is keeping a 
straight face. 

Book News 

By Helen FriteU 

THE SATURDAY 
BOOK (14}. For the 
14th year in succession 
the ''Saturday Book" 
has appeared — with 
another fascinating 
hntch-potch of pictures, 
short stories, and 
articles. 

"UNDER MILK- 
WOOD." A thought, 
provoking play by the 
late Dylan Thomas, 
which is set in bis native 
Wales and which is 
currently much dis- 
cussed. Some of his 
finest poems are scat- 
tered through the narra- 
tive. 

"RETURN IN AUG- 
UST.™. Phil Strong, 
author of "State Fair," 
shows us what has hap- 
pened to Margy twenty 
years after her meeting 
with the reporter Pat 
Gilbert. They meet 
again in this book, 
which has the whole- 
some taste of good 
country food about it. 
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rR, AND MRS, SAM HORDF.ftH pictured at a dance 
tor the Olympic team of the F.quealrian Federation of 
Aitriraliti, af which Mr. Harder* ii preside nt. 




AtR-MARSHAL Sir John McCauley anrl Lady 
McCuitley betide the avi ruining pttot at their 
"*"'"«' "T flat with their ton-in-lanr and 
daughter. Mr. and Mr, Dongta, Stewart 
(left), of Sydney, their urn Tany, daughter 
Anne, and Sydney virilnr Margaret Slallery. 



SOCIAL 
JOTTINGS 

MELBOURNE wiU be the future home of Diana 
tf vera and Tom Netion, who wilt marry at the 
Congregational Church. Kiliara, on February 4. 

Diana is the only ditiichie r JJONEVMOONINC 



of Mr. and Mrs. Wilfred 
Myers, of Wahronnga, and 
Tom is the eldest ion of the 
[ate Dr. W. T. Nelson and the 
lare Dr. Edna Nelson, of Rose- 
ville. Diana's bridrimaids, 
Su/annc Pascoe and Valeric 
Spier, are among young 
hostesses who have held shower 
teas for the bride-to-be. 



at Yamba are Mr. and 
Mrs, Neville Dunne, who 
were married this month at 
St Mark's, Darling Point. 
Mrs- Dunne, formerly Gloria 
Harris, youngest daughter of 
Mr. and Mrs. George Harris, 
of Enmore, is looking forward 
to settling into the new home 
which n being built on her 
husband's property. "Ken- 
do no, n Rybtone. 



CETTLINC into their new 

home on The Boulevard, • » » 

Strntftfield, will be a tperial 

ill for rtewlyweds Mr. and £J ARBARA HANDfrORD, 




Mrs Alfred Aboud when they 
return at the end of this, week 
from a honeymoon in Hono- 
lulu. Mrs. Aboud was for- 
merly Bernkc Malouf. 



Mosman, and Adriai. 
Legge, of Kuala Lumpur, 
Malaya — who announced their 
engagement three weeks after 
they met — are planning to be 
married in mid-1955. "Adrian 



MR. A\n MRS. GRAHAM THORP .it,, register „i All 
Saints' Church. The bride mat Jennifer Street, daughter of 
Or. nnrl Mrt. T. ft. Street, of Darling Point. Thr groom it 
j#ie earn of Mr, mad Mr*. 5. C. Thorp, af Neutral Bay. 



i tttiWii BRWF-. Mr. and Mr.. John Bellinson Coir after 
ileir marriage at St. Stephen*. Churrh, Marquario Street. 
The bride teat formerly Rbona Philip Baft, 



AFTER three years in Am- June," Barbara told me, "and 

tralia and Korea, l.irut. wr'H be married soon after, 

Harold Smith, R.N., M.B.E., probably at Si. Philip's, 

is returning to England in Churrh Hill." Barbara is the 

Oronaay with Mrs. Smith and daughter of Mr. and Mr*. Eric 

their daughter and son. Sheila Hartdford, and her fiance ij 

and Derek. Their home is in the son of Mrs. Lillian Legge, 

Portsmouth, but they plan a of Montrose House, Kuala; 

holiday on the Continent dur- Lumpur, and the late Mr, 

ing Lieut. Smith's leave. Robin Legge. 



(QUESTS from all parts of 
New South Wales will go 
to Canberra for Elaine Merri- 
man's wedding to Bill Wheat- 
ley at St. John's on February 3. 
i^ mming down tr. Sydney in F.lnine, who is the daughter 3nd Lorraine — w"ho will return 
t?f Mrs. Frank Mcrnman, of home from England this year. 
Kotnoora, Vans, antl the late 



JJR. .itid Mrs. G. I^rinirr, 
of Pymble, are looking 
forward to a reunion with their 
three daughters — Yvonne 
(Mrs. Max Gregory), Cherle, 



Mr. Merriman, will wear a 
I'tnifLint wedding dress of 
white Brussels [ate. Her at- 
tendant? are sister Jacqueline, 
Mrs. Ron Hedger, of Dal- 
gety, Mrs. L. M. Pints, of 
Cathcart, and flower-girl 
Margaret Powell, of Yam. 




>4NCY K1LLEN. of IVnrrafcri, and Brian 
f dseirt. of Loadon, at a party far Mary 
■•tint given by Mm. Btaee Docker. 



AuvreAi.iAn VYomin < VViurai s 



WCAGFM, Robin Hvruan and Ranald llyam,. TRAVtLU.HR. Marlon Maidment, of Chmiwoad 

Robin is the daughter of the Arthur Harrisons. fr(»;fcl>. faremetiei her tUter. Bewerley. urhen ,he 

of Brilme Hill. Ronald it the son of B. /. lira,,... tailed in Slrathmore for tlx months holidar in Europe 

January 26. 199! 



Cheric and Lorraine have 
been overseas sinre Jauuary, 
1954, and they will set sail 
for Australia in March on 
the maiden voyage of Suutltem 
Cross. Yvonne and her hus- 
band, with their small son 
Timothy (who hasn't met his 
grandpa rents yet), expect to 
leave England in June. Thev 
plan to srttle in Sydney. 



jVAGERLY awaiting the 
arrival of mail ftotn 
America, Mr. and Mrs. C. J. 
Hazlitt, of Northwond, arr 
peeling photographs of thnr 
new grandson to arrive any 
day now. Thr baby, who will 
be c. lied John l.ee, is the son 
of Mi. and Mrs. James lxe 
Grande, of Minneapolis. Mrs. 
Grande was formerly ' June 
U.i/hit Her husband is com- 
plrting a university course in 
nyil engineering, and, "as it 
will lie two or tnree years be- 
fore they rould com* to Syd- 
ney, we hope 
to visit (hern in 
America,' 
Ha/lilt says. 
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• Gingham makes fresh fashiui fc| 
here are seven attractive design i 
accurate and easy-to-follow paji«r 
instruction chart is obtainable for 
are available from Fashion Patij 
Ultimo, Sydney. Mail orders mustj) 
G.P.O., Sydney. Please print ; 
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3501.- — Strapless one-piece dress (leit) de- 
signed with a contrasting bosom drops, 
sell-material belt, and boufiant skirt. Sizes 
32in. to 38in, bust. Requires Siyds. 36ln. 
material and fyd. 36in. contrast. Price, 3/6. 



3502 — Chic simplicity describes the 
one-piece dress (above) with its neal-as- 
a-pin eoJlar and pleated hemline. Sizes 
32in. to 38in. bust Requires S t yda. 361n. 
rnalerial and iyd. 36in. contrast. Price, 3/6, 



TtttX 



3503 



V 



Thb mi»m*LUN Woubn'i Whkilt - Januarv 26. 1955 
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ho make from a pattern 



ws for hot weather, and 
ake in this material. An 
Item with a step-by-step 
ri it-sign. The patterns 
ten is. : >15 Harris Street, 
bi| addressed to Box 4060, 
name in block letters. 



.1503. — One-piece dress 
left) has a cool deep 
ival neckline, a flatter- 
ing bosom-line above a 
soft, easy flow of skirt. 
Sizes 32in. to 3 Bin. bust. 
Requires f^yds. 36in. 
material and l/3rd yd. 
36tn. net for lining the 
aust section. Price, 3/6. 




3504. — Three - in ■ one pattern 
(above} includes matador pants, 
swing skirt, and blouse-jacket 
The garments are interchange- 
able. The blouse-iacket can be 
worn hanging loose (above 
right) or tucked in (left). Sizes 
32in. to 38in. bust or 26in. to 
32in. watst. Requires: Blouse, 
2±yds. 36in. material and iyd. 
36in. contrast: skirt, 3i yds. 36in. 
material: pants. 2yds. 36ln. 
material. Price complete, 4/6. 




3S06-— Softly Bhaped 
one-piece (below) is 
collar loss, front but- 
toned, and finished 
with a casually tied 
waist sash. Sizes 
32in. to 38in. bust. 
Requires 5yds. 361n. 
material and liyds. 
61n. ribbon. Price, 3/6. 



3505 




3505 — An enchantingly 
feminine dress fleft) is perfect 
fashion for warm summer eve- 
nings. The large collar veils a bare 
ihoulder-ltne. Sizes 32in. to 38tn. bust. 
Requires 6yds. 36in. material and 
iyd. 361n. organdie. Price, 3/6. 
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It wouldn't be a picnic 
without o basket . . . 





of Kodak Film 



tiitanf hip pi liosar*. Si^rp! ■ j/rr- 
>nuu] m*ri it ***<h.—r (u — 

■rln . . Ui>i r«ar rwtn ■Jwarr" 
— m-i ** In mit iat> 
ik-aafr. tm ntra rofl at Hvdalb film, 

Kodak TWaUVr*. E\es rv-hrrr 



Photography ■! pdrt of V5« r ft* 

&\i*af\ he ready to m^Vo P'Chirei. 



EMOTIONAL STRESS 

AND 

OVER-EXCITEMENT 

can impair your good health 

CALM DOWN AND RELAX 

with 

RELAXA-TABS 

They Relax Vmir .Verves 

You'll enjoy absolute relaxation and 
soothing calm by taking RELAXA- 
TABS- You'll also be sure or relaxation 
by day and gentle, natural sleep by 
night. Ask your chemist to-day for . . . 

RELAXA-TABS 



Endorsed by The federated Pharmaceut- 
ical Service Guild of Australia 

30 TABLETS FOR 5'6 

At All CheirtiltJ 



Continuing . 

my elegant suite and the Link 
figures of people 15 stories be* 
Low. 

All sons uf people came to 
interview me. I asked cjueations 
about the Statue of Liberty, 
and what were the belt lhowi 
to bct and the most glamorous 
cafes to go to. But J taw 
nothing and went nowhere. 

finally 1 got tired of sitting 
■round perspiring in one of my 
three woollen suit*. 

"I ought to have something 
more attractive to wear in the 
rveninpts," I told the studio rep- 
resentative!. 

Thty bought me a cotton 
dress at a wholesale shop. It 
had a luwcut neck and blue 
polka dots, 

Neat step wu Detroit, then 
Cleveland, Chicago, Milwaukee, 
and Rockford. It was the same 
itory at each. I was taken to 
a hotel, ruihcd into a bathing 
iuit v given a fan, and photog- 
raphers arrived to take more 
"cheesecake" picture! of me. 
The hottest thing in pictures 
was cooling off again. 

In Rockford f decided that 
[ had seen enough of the world 

Also, due to my moving 
around continually I had not 
received any salary. Al a result 
I didn't have fifty cents to 
spend on myself during my 
grand tour. 

I told the Press agent that 
I would like to return to Hotly 
wood. 

SOME days later, to the 
office of a film agency, J 
met John Hyde, one of the 
mc«t important talent scouts 
in Hollywood. 

Everyone called him Johnny, 
beta use of th c friendly look 
he had 

"You re doing to be a great 
movie star/' johnny said to 
me. "1 know. Many years igO 
I discovered a girl like you 
and took her to Metro— La ha 
Turner. You'll go farther. 
YouVc got more." 

"Then why can 1 ! I act a 
job?" T ashed "Just to make 
enough money to eat on?" 

"It's hard for a star to get 
an eating job," said Johnny, 
"A star is only good as a star. 
You don't fit into anything 
less." 

"I used to feel confident 
of myself once, 1 ' I said. "When 
I first started. But 1 haven 1 ! 
fell it for some time. I've been 
too busy having trouble*. 1 1 

"Love trouble?" he asked 

I said "Yes." 

"Come around tomorrow and 
we'll talk again," said Johnny 
Hyde 

I had made another friend, 
a woman who was bead of the 
M.G.M. talent-scout depart- 
ment. Her name wai Lurille 
Ryman. Miss Ryman had nm 
only been kind to me, but had 
also assured me 1 was going to 
he a star. 

One day Miss Ryman called 
me up 

'"There's a part in John 
Huston's picture, 'The Asphalt 
Jungle' that's perfect for you," 
she said. "If; not * big part, 
but you H Ll be bound to make a 
hit in it, Tell your agent 
to get in touch with Mr. Hus- 
ton. I've already diicusst-d you 
with him." 

Johnny Hyde look me to 
Mr Huston's off ire. Arthur 
Hornblcw, the producer of the 
picture, was alio present. 

Mr. Huston was an exciting- 
looking man. He was tall, long- 
faced, and hii hair was mussed . 
ffc was a neniui— the first I 
had ever met. 

Mr. Huston gav- me a copy 
of the script. I took' it ! -w 
and my frimd Natasha Lyter 
agreed to Coach me. 

"Do yny trunk you can do 
itr"' Johnny Hyde asked me. 
"You havr to break up in it, 
and cry and * >h." 

At first I felt Johnny had 
Inst faith in me. Then I re- 
alised he wa< juii being "too 
floae" to m<\ and that he was 



THIS IS MY STORY 



worrying with my nerves and 
tears. 

I studied the part for seve- 
ral days, then returned to Mr. 
Huston 1 ! office to read for him. 
Several othrr men were pres- 
ent, including Mr Hornblow. 

They were all friendly and 
made jokes. But I coudn't 
smile- I felt I would never be 
able to recite a line A pulse 
was pounding in my stomach. 
I coudn't have been more 
frightened Lf 1 were about to 
step in front oi a locomotive 
to get run over. 

"Well" said Mr. Huston, 
"do you like the part?" 

I nodded. My mouth was 
too dry to try talking. 

"Do you think you can do 
it?" 

I nodded again. 

I (clt sick. 1 had told my- 
self a million times 1 was an 
actress. I had practised acting 
for yeari. Here, finally, was 
my first chance at a real act- 
ing part, with s. great director 
to direct me. And all I eoutd 
do was stand wilh quivering 
knees and a quivering stomach 
and nod my head Like a 
wooden toy. 

But I could feel Mr. Huston 
was watching me and waiting. 

I felt desperate. What was 
the use of reading in a shaking 
voice like a terrified amateur? 

"We're waiting. Miss Mpn- 
roe," said Mr. Huston. 

"I don't think I'm going to 
be any good," f answered- 

fLveryoody Hopped talking 
and looked at me. 

"Would you mind if I read 
the part lying on the floor?" 
I blurted out. 

"Why. not at all/ Mr. Hus- 
ton replied gallantly, "Bill, 
here, will cue you,* 1 

I stretched myself out on 
the floor and Bill crouched 
down beside me. I felt much 
better. I had rrhcaned the 
pari lying on a couch as the 
direr: tions indica ted ; There 
wasn't any couch in the office. 

I went through the part with 
a crouching Bill reading the 
male actor's lines. "When I 
finished I said: "Let me do it 
again." 

"If you want to," said Mr 
Huston, "but there's no need.'* 

I did it again. 

When I stood up Mr. Hus- 
ton said: "You were in after 
tht first reading. Go At your- 
self up with the wardrobe de- 
partment/' 

I knew this part wouldn't 
be rut out of the picture be- 
cause it was vital lo the plot. 
I was the reason one of the 
stars, LoLiin Calhern. commit- 
ted suicide in the story. My 
characterisation was Mao 
West. ThrcU Bara, and Bo- 
Pecp — in tight silk lounging 
pyjamas. 

rf a movie you act in little 
bits and pieces. You say two 
lines and they "cut." They 
set up the camera in another 
place — and you act two more 
lines. You walk five feet nnd 
they "cut." The minute you 
get going good in your charac- 
terisation they "cut." 

But it doesn't matter. 
There's no audience watching 
you. There's nobody to act 
for except yourself. 

It's like the games you play 
when you're a child and pre- 
tend to be lornebody clse. 
Uiually, it's even almost the 
samr sort of story you used to 
make up u a child — about 
meeting somebody who fell in 
love with you because. dpspiTe 
everything hr'd heard against 
you. ydu were a good girl with 
a hrar of gold. 

But h wasn't this way while 
we were making "Asphalt 
Junglr." became it was an 
Adult script. There was alio 
an audience watching me aci 
— an audience of one, the 
director. A director like Mr. 
Huston makes your work ex- 
citing, Some directors aeem 
more interested in photograph' 
in* the tc entry than the 
actors. 



done a wonderful job, in fact- 
But he said yoi/re not star 
material. He says you're not 
photogenic, that you haven't 
got the sort of Looks that make 
a movie liar." 

"Maybe he's right," I said. 
"Mr. Zanuck said the same 
when Twentieth dropped me." 

"He's wrong," said Johnny. 
"And so was Zanuck I have 
lo laugh when I think how 
wrong they are and how they'll 
both eat their words some day 
— and some day soon." 

Johnny laughed, but I 
didn't. It wai frightening— 
to be up so high in your hopes 
and then take another tumble 
back to no work, no prospects, 
no money, and nowhere. But 
I didn't quite take the full 
tumble th is time. I wasn' i 
alone. J had Johnny with mc. 
I wasn't merely Johnny's client 
or even his sweetie. J was 
a Caufc he had. 

MY heart ached with grati- 
tude and I would have 
cut my head uff for him. 
But the love he hoped for 
wasn't in mc You might as web* 
try to make yourself fty as to 
honey. You're in. Everybody make yourself love But I felt 
is rrazy about your work." everything else towards Johnny 

When the picture was pre- Hyde, and 1 was always Sappy 
viewed all the studio heads J°. be with him. It was like 
went to see it. It was a fine being with a whoJe family and 
picture. 1 waj thrilled by it. belonging to a full set of rela- 



from page 23 

They keep moving the cam- 
era around, saying, "Here's a 
wonderful shot" Or. "This is 
a superb set-up. We'll be able 
to get the fireplace and the 
Oriental mask in the frame/' 
Or they say, "That'll cut beau- 
tifully. It'll give us a fast 
tempo" 

You feel they're more inter- 
ested tn their directing than 
they are in your acting. They 
want the Front Office to praise 
them whrn the rushes arc 
shown. Mr- Huston wasn't 
like that He was interested 
in the acting I did. He not 
only watched it; he was part 
of it. And, even though my 
part was a minor one, 1 felt 
as if I were the most impor- 
tant performer in the picture 
when 1 was brlorc the camera. 

This was because everything 
I did was important to the 
director — just as important as 
everything the stars of the 
picture did 

Johnny Hyde was as excited 
as f was during the shooting, 
He kept telling me! "This is it, 



The biggest thriU, though, whs 
myself. The audience whistled 
at me. They made "wolf 
noises." 1 They laughed happily 
when I spoke. They liked me 
very much. 

It's a nice sensation to 
please an audience. I sat in 
the theatre with Johnny Hyde. 
He held my hand. We didn't 
say anything on the way home. 
He »t in my room beaming at 
mc. It was as if he had made 
good on the screen, not mc. 
It was not only because I was 
his client and his "discovery." 
His heart wu happy for me, 

I could feel his unselfishness 
and his deep kindness. No 
man had ever looked on me 
with suth kindness He not 



KftflNt 

"Ifi bird to hope with Home- 
body clie'i heari uid be happy 
with somebody else'i day- 
dreamt But Johnny madr me 
happy and kept me believing 
in myielf. 1 didn't run around 
the studios job-hunting any 
more. Johnny did that. I stayed 
home and took dramatic lea- 
lonl and read book*. 

One of them excited mc more 
than any other I had read. It 
wu the Autobiography of Lin. 
coin StetTrns It was the firil 
book I'd tead that seemed to 
tell the truth about people and 
life. 

It wai bitter, but rtrong. It 
didn't jmt eeho the half lies 
I'd always beard. -I loved hit 



only knew me; he knew Norma book Reading it I forgot all 
about not having a job and not 
being "photogenic-" 

But Johnny didn't forget 
"We've landed a good one," 
he reported one evening. "I 
didn't want to talk about it till 
1 war lure. I'm sure now. lt'l 
the new Joseph Mankicwicx 
picture called 'All About T.vr 
Jl't not a big part, but it will 
establish you at Twentieth." 

"Bui they don't like me 
there," I uid. 

"They will," taid Johnny. 
Mr. Mankiewica wai a dif- 
ferent sort oi director from Mr. 
Huiton. He wasn't at exriting 
and he wai more talkative. But 
he wu intelligent and sentitive. 



Jean, too. He knew all ihe 
pain and all the desperate 
ihingi in me. When he put 
hit armi around me and laid 
he loved mc, I knew it wai 
true. Nobody had ever loved 
me like that I wished with all 
my heart that I could Love him 
back. 

I told him about my love 
aHair that bad just ended and 
about all the pain I had felt. 
The affair wai over in every 
way bul one. It made it hard 
to love again. Johnny wai 
even kind about this. He didn't 
icrcam and carry on. He un- 
di-r>tood. He didn't bltimr dr 
criticise. Life wai full of mix- 



up, and wrong ib.ru, he laid. I Mt on tht ^ 

He would wait for my heart w i, h j ohnny H dt>J { 

g g« '"ong again and wait WiU mb le to daydream again, 

for me to love him, if I could. Th e „ udio wu ilwly , cook . 

Kindness is the itrangest ing up little publicity stories 

thing to find in a sweetheart— for the different people under 



or in anybody. Johnny'i kind- 
ness made him seem the most 
wnndecful human being Fd 
eves met. 

"The firil thing to do," he 
laid to mr the neat day, "ii 
get you a contract with 
Metro." 

"Do you think you can?" 1 
asked. 



its roof. I wai eager for pub- 
licity, but their was onr kind 
I refused to accept. This wai 
the publicity you get as a 
resuli of being icen in a cafe 
at night with a fellow actor. 
The columniiti would then hint 
that you and the young aetor 
were letting out on a romance. 
I didn't like going to fancy 



'They've got a new itar on cafes and sitting around witB 

their handi," uid Johnny, tome ambitious profile 1 didn't 

"and they know it. Every- like people thinking or me ai 

body ii ruing about your being romantic about lomehodv 

work. Most of all, you_iaw 1 didn't know. And I knew 



and heard that audience. Thry 
bought yon as I've never seen 
any imall part player bought 
in a picture before." 

A week later Johnny uid to 
me, "f don't want you to feel 



Johnny wouldn't like it. So 
I itayed out of the cafei and 
the movie column, ai a ro- 
mance dirty itarlet. 

I have had a talent for irri- 
tating women since I wai 14. 



depressed, honey. We've had Wives have a tendenrv to gi 
a temporary setback." off like burglar alarmi when 

"Metro doesn't want me," 



t uitL 

"You gueiied it " Johnny 
smiled al mr. "Il'i fantaitic. 
I've been talking to Don 
Senary all week. He likei 



thry see their husbands talking 
to me. Even young and pretty 
Hollywood "maidem" greet 
me wilh more meet than smile. 

Thil tort of sex fear that 
women often feel when 1 walk 
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rut effef ti em mr. I find ii 
[Vittering and upsetting. I find 
ii ilso mysterious, Women Jan 1 
ni me because I'm prettier 
(•Mies shaped that* ihey air 
— or tbow more of myirll 10 
the male eye. 

P« Ken women At parties 
pho bud only enough clothes 
ut IP keep frenn being armied, 
in J I've heard tuch party* 
i iLiti buzzing about how vul- 
gar I vii They were showing 
an. re teg, more bosom, and 
□.ore ipinnl column than 1 wos T 
and t wu the "vulgar" one! 

Women alio don't like the 
way I talk— even when I'm not 
:sf to their husbands or 

OCl One angry wonun -.r.c 
tv y voice wu "too p remedi- 
al ed." I found out shr mrant 
1 wmt putti ag on a sort of 

' i fiom drawl . This isn 1 1 
true. 

The chief difference between 
my voice and the voices of mote, 
men I've seen is that I use 
■ar If si. 

I can't chatter if 1 wanted 
io. 1 can't pretend to Laugh 
d be full of some sort of 
1 oliah good spirits when I'm 
m company. Standing around 
it a party Looking serious at- 
tracts unfavorable feminine 
■> rumen t. They think I'm plot- 
•_ing something, and usually 
'he same thing — bow to steal 
heir gentlemen friends from 
nder their noses. 
1 don't mind their thinking 
thai. I would rather a ihou- 
nd women were jealous of rue 
:nan I waa jealous of one of 
hem. I've been jealous, and 
i*s no fun. 

Sometimes I've been La a 
arty where no one spoke to me 
whole evening. The men, 
tightened by their wive* or 
weeties, would give me a wide 

i'rii And the Ladies 
vnuld gang up in a cor- 
ner to discuss my dan- 
gerous character. 

Etc my given the social 
old shoulder Like thai 
lade me too unhappy, 
.lone most of my thinking at 
ich parties, standing in ■ cor- 
rr with a cocktail glau in hand 
thj nobody Co talk to. 

I've thought about women, 
rheir jealousy had Uttir to do 
with roc. It cornea out of their 
ealiiinR their own shortcom- 
ings. Men have told me a lot 
jbout women-— how lame their 
•iv-makiuB often is; hmv they 
mistake hysteria for passion and 
'tagging for devotion. 
Looking at me, women think 
in different from them in 
mch matters, and this makes 
. >n< angry. 

When 1 see women frowning 
ri my direction and cutting me 
4p among themselves, I really 
feel sorry — not for them, but 
tor their menfolk. 1 have a 
-rling that such women are 
poor lovers. The only thing 
■hey axe able to give a man ii 
i guilt complex. If they arc 
jbLe to make them Feel that 
IC i> a bad husband or an im- 
ippreciativc lover then they 
. insider thrrnselves "success- 
ful." 

Johnny Hyde s kindness 
hanged the outside world 
for me, but it didn't touch my 
inner world. I tried hard to 
love him. He was not only 
kind, but loyal, and wise, and 
..everted. 

Johnny was never jealous be- 
cause of anything I had done 
Ii was always because of what 
f might do. Most men have 
been jealous for the same 
.'eaaon. I've liked their jealousy. 
Often it was the only sincere 
■furig about their love Most 
men judge your importance in 

■ hrir livei by how much you 
an hurt ihem, not by how 

happy you can make them. 

But rhrre was one kind or 
icaJoutv T never liked It wni 
the jealousy that kept a man 

■ iking questions about o'her 
men, suid never letting up, and 
wanting to know more and 
more details I felt then thai 
my jealous friend was more in- 
■ Tested in those men than in 
me. 



B> MARILYN MONROE 



1 did all I could to lessen 
johnny Hyde'i fears I never 
went out with other men. 1 
was as faithful to him as he 
wu kind to roe. 

Johnny Hyde gave me more 
than his kindnrsa and love. 
He was the hrst man I had 
ever known who understood mc. 
Most men {and women) 
thought I was scheming and 
two-faced- No matter how 
truthfully 1 ipoke to ihcm b or 
how honestly I behaved, they 
nlways believed I was trying 
to fool them. 

Wherj I talk I have n habit 
of not finishing sentence*! and 
this (jives the impression I'm 
telling lies I'm not. I'm just 
not finishing sentences. Johnny 
knew that I didn't tell lies, and 
thai I wasn't planning, to fool 
him. 

The truth is I've never loolcd 
anyone. I've Lei men sometimes 
fool themselves- Men sometimes 
didn't bother to find out who 
and what I was. Instead they 
would invent a character for 
me, 1 wouldn't argue with 
them. They were obviously 
lovin g somebody I wasn ' t. 
When they found this out they 
would blame me for disilLunon- 
iog them — and fooling them. 

I have even tried to be 
1 1 ra i ghlforward with women. 
Thin is more difficult than 
being straightforward with 
men. Men are often pleased 
when you tell them the truth 
about how you feel. But very 
few women want io hear any 
truth — if it's going to be in 
any way annoying. 

As far as I can make out 
women's friendships with each 
other arc based on a gush of 



For instance, that white knitted 
dress you're wearing is utterly 
incorrect for a dinner of this 
kind/' 

It was the only good dress 
I owned. I wore it evenings 
as well as daytimes when I w« 
going any place important, and 
I cleaned it myself every day. 

I looked at Miss Crawford's 
beautiful evening gown ai 
the went on: "Taste is every 
bit as important as looki and 
figure. Will you let mc help 
you, my dear?" 

I said I was flattered. We 
made a date to meet Sunday 
morning after church. It 
turned out that Miss Crawford 
and I went to the tame church 

Afterwards Miss Cra wf ord 
said: Tin so glad to tee you 
But you mustn't come Co 
church in flat her-U and a grey 
tuii with black trimming If 
you wear grey, you must wear 
different grev tones, hut never 
black." 

It was my only suit, but 
there was no lensr. defending 
}t on that ground. 

She invited me to her lovely 
home. 1 thought she might be 
going to give mr some of her 
old gowns. Instead she said: 
I must show you the things 
I've been knitting." 

She showed mc a number of 
knitted fronts in different shades 
of hmwn and explained that 
, hey wrrr to be worn under 
different shades of brown suits. 

"The main thing about dreu- 
ing well" Miss Crawford ex- 
plained, "is to see that every- 
thing you wear is just right — 
that your shoes, itockmgs.. 
gloves, and bag all fit the suit 
you're wearing. 

"Now what I would like 



JFeud with Jfottn Cwviuitord 



iVe 



Lies and prHty speeches that 
mean nothing. 

One evening in his house 
Johnny started up the stain to 
gel me a book. I saw him 
stop on the landing and lean 
against the balustrade. I had 
seen my Aunt Ann do that a 
few months before she died of 
her heart attack. 

I ran up to Johnny and put 
my arms around h'm and laid: 
"Oh, Johnny, I'm sorry. I'm 
sssffty you ffcl bad." 

*TI1 be all right," be said 

But that was only Johnny's 
great courage talking It wasn't 
his heart. Johnny's heart had 
been ill for years. 

A few weeks later he died. 
Kii family wouldn't let me sit 
among them at the funeral. 1 
sat in the hack of the church 
among Johnny's acquaintances. 
When [ passed by his coffin I 
felt such a sadness that I forgot 
myself. I threw myself on thr 
coffin and sobbed I wished I 
was dead with him 

My great friend was buried. 
I was without his importance 
to fijrht for me. and without his 
love to guide me I cried for 
nights at a time I never 
stopped regTttU ng b im — the 
lundeitt man in the world. 

OW for the story uf what 



N 



called a Hollywood 
"feud." 

I met Joan Crawford at Joe 
Schrnk'i house. She was an 
impressive woman. I admired 
her during dinner I hoped 
tha i when I was hrr a sjr I 
would keep m v looks as well 
ai she had. 

•wmr movie stars don't seem 
lilcr stnrs when you meet them, 
and fcomr seem morr likr itars 
off the screen than on. I don't 
know which is better, but Miss 
Crawford was drfinitrly the 
latter type. 

She was as much the movie 
star at Mr. Schenl's dinner 
table as she could have been 
electrifying a courtroom in a 
movie drama— even a little 
more 

After dinner Mist Crawford 
said to me: M I mink I rould 
hHp you if you would let me. 



you to do is to make a list 
uf all the clo'het in your ward 
robe and Til make a List of 
the things you need to buy 
and see that vuu buy the right 
things." 

I didn't say anything. I 
usually didn't mind telling 
people 1 was broke and even 
trying to borrow a few dalLiri 
from them to tide me over. 

But for name reason I 
couldn't tell M isa Crawford 
that she had seen my wardrobe 
in full- the incorrect white 
knitted dress and the wrong 
grey suit. 

"It's so easy not to Look ml- 
gar," M iss Crawford assured 
me when I was ready to leave. 
"Do lei me guide you a hit. 
You'll be surprised at the re- 
sults. And io will everyone 
else" 

The neat time I heard from 
Miss Crawford was in the 
newspapers. This was a year 
later. I'd gone to work at 
20th Century-Fox again, and 
the Marilyn Monroe boom had 
started. I was ail over the 
magazines and movie columns, 
and the fan mail at the ltudio 
was arriving in trucks. 

Among the honors that were 
now showering on ine was the 
privilege of presenting one of 
the Oscars to one of the Award 
winners at the Motion Picture 
Academy's annual affair. 

I was frozen with fear thr 
night of the ceremonies. But t 
thought I did well— urn il 1 
read Joan Crawford's remarks 
in thr morning papers, 

1 haven't saved the clippings 
but I have sort of re mem be red 
whit shr said. She M'd that 
Marilyn Monroes vulgar per- 
formance at the Academy affair 
was a disgrace to all of Holly- 
wood. 

The vulgarity, ihe said, con- 
sis led of my wearing * drrsi 
too tight for me. and wriggling 
my rear when I walked up 
holding onr of the Oscars in 
my hand. 

I was so surprised I could 
hardly believe what I was 
reading. I called up somr 



friends who had teen me at the 

ceremony and asked them ii it 
were true. They Laughed. It 
wasn't true, they said. 

1 have written out this accu- 
rate account of one oi my 
"feuds" because it is rypsCau 
The Tcuds are all started by 
ujmronr whom I have mysteri- 
ously offended — always a 
woman. 

The truth is my tight dress 
.iiid ray wriggling were in Miss 
Crawford's mind. Sbe obviously 
had been reading too much 
about me. 

Or maybe she was just an- 
noyed because I bad -never 
brought her a list of my ward- 
robe. 

ONE- evening I was listening; 
to two friends having an 
argument. Wc were dining 
in a small Italian restaurant. 

One of my friends was a 
writer. The other was a direc- 
tor. 

The argument was whether 
Botticelli was a finer painter 
than Leonardo da V.inei. 

I kept my eye* wide with 
interest, although I couldn't 
understand anything they were 
saying. 

To begin with I didn't know 
who Botticelli or da Vinci were. 

"We're boring Marilyn," said 
the director. "I can always tell 
when she's bored to tears She 
opens her eyes wide and parti 
her lips slightly with bogus 
eagerness." 

"Let's talk about something 
closer to her than the Renais- 
sance. 1 ' said the writer. "How 
nbout sex?" 

"At least I'll know which 
side you're on/' I said. 

Bui 1 didn't. The discussion 
about sex sounded completely 
unfamiliar. It had to do with 
Freud and Jung and a few 
other characters who 
seemed to me pre t ly 
misled up. 

Something occurred 
to me, however, as 1 sat 
liaiening to my two witty 
friends. 

I realised that about two 
thirds of the time I hadn't the 
faintest idea of what people 
(even women] were talking 
about. 

There was no hiding from it 
—I was terribly dumb. 

When I arrived home 1 sat in 
bed and asked myself if there 
waa anything I did know. I 
couldn't think of anything — 
except acting. 1 knew acting. 
It was a way to live in dreams 
far a few minutes at a time. 

I decided to go to school. 
Tbc next day I enrolled in the 
University of Southern Cali- 
fornia. 

I went to school every after- 
noon — and often in the even- 
ing. The teacher was a woman. 
I was depressed by this at first 
because I didn't think a woman 
could teach me anything. But 
in a few days I knew dif- 
ferently. 

She was one of the most 
exciting human brings I had 
ever met. She talked about 
the Renaissance, and madr it 
sound ten times more important 
than thr studio's biggest epic. 

I drank in everything she 
said. I met Michelangelo and 
Raphael and Tintoretto. 

At night I lay in bed wishing 
I Otnald have lived in the Re- 
naissance. Of course, I would 
be dead now But it seemed 
almost worth it. 

After a few weeks 1 branched 
out as a student. I started buy- 
ing books by Freud, and aumr 
of his modern dinciples | read 
thrm till I got dizzy. 

Bui J didn't have enough 
time. There were aetinn lessons 
and singing lessons^ puhli< ii<} 
interviews, tesiiom with phohn*- 
raphrra — and rehearsals of a 
movie. 

Finally I drcidrd to post pone 
my intelligence, but I made a 
promise to myself t wouldn'l 
forget. 

To bf concluded next week 




— the crudest 
enemy of 
a woman's 
face 

Even brfure 25, lhr 
natural oils that keep 
skin oofl ami Mipplr 
m , *f:tr1 U> flvrrrtasr. 

Gradually, tiny dry 
~ ^* lines r-rerp in — make 1 
you look riloVr. K«fp 
your -kin Hmootlu young- 
tmitrinp wrlti Fondas Dry 
Skin Cream. IlV extra rich 
in lanttlitt — homogenized to 
priirlralr deeper. 



Criiiklerl, crepy 

throat — attolt* 

Pond% Dry Skin 

GreaM up fv«m nerk 
i<j chin. Extra rich 
in Unnlin, it aofienn 
and Mtumthf dry 
line* ml'Iii awayl 
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Dry frown erra-rn 

— ■ .<i.... i|, rVnd"* Or* 
Skin Cream up hr- 
twern ryes, out over 
Iin m*. Th i* cream V 
lu. noli n (■ htinin- 
Keiiixrd t"i »"iflk in 

deeper. fo*tri. 



How ho-ffiogenijfmg ineraasat tfi*> 
lanolin benefits of Pond's Dry Skin 
C ra>asiv 

Un-lionioaeiii&ed cream 
has cuirse gJobulea — 1 
difficult for surface bkiu ] 
i" absorb. 





Homugen wd Pond's. 
Dry Skin Oram is fine 
teatured. Yum «kin ab- 
sorb* its Aomffaeniied 
lanolin faaier. 

fXTM RICH iH HOMOGIMZED LANOUH J" 

PvfleVi. Dry Skin Cream ii is ■4hhtlt¥* thai met* 

WMwn i»c El then mmy afhar diy liin nrt r PDV 
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FLIES CARRY 1 DISEASE 



Health Aurttorilicv warn that (lid carry di^asc and should be 
killed ai soon w ihcy appear For the immediate destruction of 
flies tue MORTEIN. Australia'* null powerful insect spray. 
Moflein is fatal to flies . . . harmless 10 humans Mortem can 
safely be iprayed anywhere in the home — including Ihe kitchen. 
Protect the health of your family with the most modem insect 
spray money can buy — MORTEIN, 



Kill them with 
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i Don't Let Harsh : 
: Determents Burn Away : 
: Your Hair Beauty : 




■ 

^aaasaaaasaaaasaaaa 



Clamaroui mo(W Mirhelle Sajarfiy l 
Coiinuted Firnm Shampoo, "ti keeps my hair 
tiiken-iojl and ihinutp" fttn- srrvs. 

You can't be loo cauli- 
ous in Hashing hair if 
you wish (I to show ai its 
very best. Shampoo* con- 
raining harsh detergents 
ruin nice hair with [heir 
burning, drying, chemical 
action and "fatten" out 



the wave. To bring out 
all the hidden highlights 
and beauty of your hair 
there is nothing to 
equal Colinuted Coconut 
Oil .Shampoo — the posi- 
fivclv neulrul. pure, 
saponified. greasclest 
shampoo — which, of 
course, i» far better and 
safer than any soap or 
shampoo containing harsh 



delerpents. For Cohnaied 
cannot dry the hair, mate 
it brittle — nor change its 
colour. 

A couple of tcaspoonsful 
cleanses hair of all dirt, 
dandruff or excess oilt- 
ness— from roots to tips 
— completely. The hair 
dries quietly and evenly 
— coming out thick, silXy. 
brilliant, glossy, wavy — 
and is far easier to 
dress and "set.™ At any 
chemist — hul he sure 

it really fs 

"Colinated" 
... a small 
bottle lasts 
months. 



Insist on New 

COLINATED 

C0.0.U, 011 FOAM SHAMPOO 




EMBARRASSING HAIR 

gone in 3 minutes! 




Safeguard 

your 
glamour 



Do you realise how often you raise your arms 
when wearing it swirmuii or strapless drew? All 
glamour is gone inslanlly unlets under-arms" arc 
clean. Razors mate hair grow faster, scrape 
lender skin. But Vcel gently "creams" away 
ugly hair from uruler-arms mid irgi, leaving 
skin velvety -smooth. At chemists and stoics 

Urg* Ee».omy IDsufcl* 5i.#>, 4/1 1 
Medium Shn, 3/. 

Shqittty mor* In 10*1* country dninttt 

VEET removes hair like magic 



Continuing * . . 

wm halt gone- Annie catne 
b,.cli from a coffee break and 
said) "Uncle, Buster." 
"Hah?" 

" L' n cle. The one tha t 
bounced. Or don't you work 

here any ■* ■ . Buster ?" 

Shut up," I laid. 1 put 
Puppsy Pol in my pocket and 
Applied myielf to Uncle. 

The trouble was, I didn't 
apply vwy HfKxl For, nil of a 
Jiuddrn, that i'.irl I'd seen with 
Simmons ranie between me and 
thr work. I had seen her but 
for an iriitanE. Even su t I knew 
there war more than ravishing 
beauty there. 

There wai kmdneu. humor, 
understanding and a laving 
heart. What she wai doing with 
a dope like Simruonii was a 
ajivn problem Then 1 solved 
it. No doubt the had been 
ligned lo his department, which 
wji Art Greeting's largest 1 , and 
COuldn 4 ! help herself No doubt 
she realised hew inflow arid 
opportunistic he wm. 

I ihook my head and sighed 
Tlirn I noticed lhat Annie wai 
star in it at me. She rnnmdcd 
me of that Frenchwoman who 
amused herieU by wateriing the 
guillotine operate- I took ad- 
oiher what*; at Uncle. 

Two minutes, before noon I 
finished the verse: 
"The ymrs are fleet, and many, 

many fares pan our way. 
But there's one thought that 

echoes like a belt; 
Far ai w<- trnvrl, and come la 

us what may, 
Wr ne'er forget that blood wiD 

alwuvi tell.** 

I Rave it 10 Annie and laid, 
"Send it upstairs." Then I 
put on my hat and left. 

When I reached the main 
hul!. people were taking otT for 
hinrh, T looked hi the direction 
of Sweethearts All, but no one 
was corning from there. I took 
it Icng time about lighting a 
cigarette, 1 fiddled with my tie 
and drank from thr fountain. 
1 looked again. She wai coming 
towards me — and she was alone! 

I walked iJowly towards the 
building** entrance. The glass 
of thr big door* madr a fair 
mirror, Z could ice her over- 
taking me. I slipped a lettrr out 
of my pocket and dropped it. 

I walked on, more slowly 
• rill, telling myself that she 
would never Rive the letter a 
glance. Then, in the glnas, I 
saw her stop, stoop, rise. 

She taid, * J I think you 
dropped thii." 

Her voire was the sweetest 
music ever hrard. It was 
Brahmi and Benny Goodman. 
I said, "Oh, that was mighty 
nice of you."' 

The wholr Mari nr Corps 
rould have come by at the 
charge and l*d never have 
noticed. Her nose, her skin, her 
eyes, her mouth, her — 

"Hadn't you better take it?" 
she said. 

"Oh" I said. ,l Oh. thanks." 

She was about to go. I 
took mynelf in hand, *'I don't 
believe I've seen you before 
and I'm an old-timer hrre. Five 
yean." 

"1 haven't been here five days 
yet/' ihe said. *Tm in the 
Sweethearts AJ) department. 
Just an Apprentice, of course. 
Maybe vou know Mr Sim- 
mon*. '* 

"I rare know Mr. Simmons." 
I said. "He's an old friend. By 
the wa y , my name's Harry 
Wright." 

"I'm Joan Eustis. Well, I'd 
better he—-" 

"'That's right: it ii lunch- 
time, isn't it 3 " T laid I walked 
with her to the door and held 
it open. '1 wonder if — t won- 
der if we might have lunch to- 
gether." 

She gave me a searching 
look. I thought, if she hands 
me the arctic look, let me die 
here and now. 

She *aid> ' f don't nuppoie 
there could be any harm in 
That, Mr Wright." 

I was walking on air; I was 
flying above the clouds. 
"There's a little place rinhi 
dr>wn the block that isn't too 



Don't Say You Love Me 

from fejfi g 



bad/" 1 *! said, taking her arm 

I could not trll you what 
we talked about during that 
lunch hour, save that 1 learned 
she had conic from a little 
town and this was her nrst real 
job and she wanted terribly lu 
make good. Alio, that she was 
twenty-two yean old, which is 
five years younger than T. 
What J did know, ai we walked 
buck to lUr Art Building, was 
that I wtu. in love. 

t remrmber that I wanted to 
bring up ihe subject of AI 
Simmons and givt him a sharp 
jab where it would coiini. But 
I wo* smart enough not to. 

1 did no work that afternoon. 
1 was driving down a deserted 
road by a silver rivrt in my 
lung, tow. Italian-built convert- 
ible; it wan spring, and Joan 
was beside me. I was dancing 
under the loftest in i.-i finable 
lighting in the most beautiful 
ballroom in the world; Joan 
was in my nnnt 

I wai eurorting her into a 
cafe known the world over for 
its in c omparible r ui I in c and 
decor, ana I was saying casu- 
ally, "By the way 1 my dear. 1 
showed Mr. Morris a little idea 
of mine this afternoon — an idea 
I call Puppsy Pal. He really 
went overboard. In fact, he 
gave me a whopping big raise 
and — " 

f was sitting in a dark, closet- 
irzrd office wilh Annie Frr-v- 
tag. And I had to get a real 
date with Joan Eustii in * 
hurry and I was scared to 
death, 

I asked for the date the next 
day and was turned down — 
she was bu»y, she said. But 
she was nice about it. Three 
days and three attempts later, 
she agreed, for a Friday night. 

I had a low moment the 
Wrdnesday before, whm T saw 
her Jraving a restaurant witli 
Simmons, who was holding to 
her arm so tightly you f d have 
taken hrr for a hop+ilert rripplr. 
However, I told myself, it 
meant nothing: he was her boss, 
hr wu thr kind who'd take 
every advantage of that fact. 

It was not a productive 
week, though I did make some 
progress on Pu ppsv Pal. In 
addition to the icventh birth- 
day and measlci Puppsy Pals 
I composed tentative tc*ti to 
cover the fifth, sixth, ninth, and 
tenth birthdays, along with 
whooping cough, scarlet fever, 
the mumps, common or gardrn- 
varirty colds, the gift of a 
bicycle, and first day at school. 

I was already planning how 
I would show them to her on 
Friday niJtht after we had din- 
ner. I would just pull tllfTil 
casually from my pocket and 
.14 casually drop them on the 
table in front of her. 

"Just a notion of mint, my 
dear," I would say lightly. "I 
rather think it'll be thr higgrtt 
thing to hit the greeting-card 
business since the invention of 
Mother's Day. If you're inter- 
ested — n And would she be in* 
terested? Beryl 

It did not quite rum on i 
that way- 

We had dinner and saw 4 
flhow. S>\\* was charming, beauti- 
ful, fun. We were on "Joan*' 
and "Harry" terms in no time. 
Shortly before midnight, we 
entered a dimly lighted little 
bar and were shown to a se- 
cluded tahle. 

I presied her hand. "Vou 
don*t know how happy I am. 
Joan." I taid, "just being with 
you." 

"You're awfully nice, Harry," 
she said. She took hrr hand 
away, but not too abruptly. 

I ordered liqueurs, figuring 
I had just about enough dough 
left to meet the hill. 1 said. "1 
don't want lo bore vou. but I've 
been writtnar some little thing* 
I thought might interest you." 

"Obv* the said. "Are vou a 
poet, too? A serious poet?" 

"Poet?" f said. "Tin afraid 
I don't — *' 

"Like AI Simmons," »he said, 
and smiled brightly 

"Simmons Simmons is a 
poet?'* 

"Oh t yes. XCm terribly ei- 



citing. He'i the fira* real seri- 
ous poet I've ever known, and 
I've alwayi loved poetry* though 
I don't know very much about 
it. He read me some of his 
work the Other evening." 

] looked at hrr hard, wonder- 
ing H this could be a gag. It 
was not a gag. Her ryes were 
wide, her Up* were parted, and 
she was the very *oul of young 
wander. "Whoa," I said. "I've 
known Simmons for years. And 
if he—" 

"There was one he gave 
me,'' ihr said. "I have it here." 
She rummaged in her bag. "He 
■ays it's nothing — nothing at 
ail — but I think it's wonderful. 
Would you like to read it P" 

I wanted to read a work 
by AJ S immons the way I 
wanted .palsy. I said, "I guess 
■o." 

"Read tt aloud. Sort of 
■lowly." 

I read it aloud, sort of 
llowly; 

"crepuscular arc all the 



waters and you here and 
thus the answer 
you here and the lad sea 
scallops doomed to eternal 
silence 

uvc where the dying sands 
weave their frail threads of 
ambergris." 

"Look" I said. "I don't want 
to seem carping or anything, 
but if V Simmons told you 

"It's the mood," she said 
"Not just the wurda, He ex- 
plained it to me." 

"Oh." I said, and a Jittle 
while later she said it was time 
for her to go home to the 
working girls' boardin ghouie 
where she lived. I could feel 
Puppsy Pal burning shameful 
holes in my pocket. 

I asked fur another date, 
and she said she wasn't sure 
when. I said I'd ask her again 
first of thr week, and shr said 
that would be Ime. 

She was the most wonoVrful 
girl I'd ever known, thrre waj 
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Perspiration odours 
do of/end 

MUM 

The back Mai's |»rerty letswly— it'» mtich better when you 
have someone wilh you. You'll be taking; a back seat every 
time you come in contact with other* if you dotVt make 
sure of your personal fresfinstss by giving an extra JO 
second*, to your toilet care. 

Vou hath every day — hut that* not enough — that |ust 
washes away patt pcrapiratiofi. You may think you're 
safe, hut although you rarely notice underarm odour 
yourself — others do! Every 



sOtie perspires- — including 
you. And even perfume 
WOn't hide thai tell - tale 
odour. 

Sa £ rffuardl your personal 
freshness by always using a 
touch of Mum after your 
bath or shower, then yoss 
can hr fure ai social 
acceptance. 



MUM Cream Deodctrint with 
thm mir acle ingredient M 3 
elirninatra par- 
■piralion odour 
by elimindhng 
odour ■ forming 
bacteria , M urn 
will Tiot harm 
or Main your 
clothing, — no* 
will it irritate 
your sain. Mum 
is smooth, 
creamy, tasy to apply, the 

merrst touch givei you u»- 
»t*ni bjth-ro-baih prsotection. 
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•r«M*ti lb I* aatrelagleal diary a* • 
' r«-ln re «f ItUtM 1 wn\j. w I ib u ut 
■. >pHti( u; reiwenslslllt* *hiinr- 
Jee lb" it»(twionu ceaUla«4 ka It.) 



Mi mi: 



bv Eve llilliar 



ii 




Hour Sign fi&Yonr Luck 





cial 



ARIES 

1 Isr fcCmm 
atAJUH :i — APRIL » 



Jr Laeky number Mil* week, p. 
mpOrUol day* January 36 and 
38 Wear lawn-fcreen, Bage-<rten, in 
thin filmy materlall. U yi>u Wish 
to invite romance 



* You id* i ■come to t «uick de- 

i- .:,in Keep an eye on the main 
chnbe*, id far as profit* are In 
question Dunfor ahead in ■ bual- 
n*a* renin re, 



* Putting wheels under your home. 
y«U may depart, baa and baggage, 
fcr fresh rcenea and paalures ne». 
or you ma> spend m ooupln of week* 
in A Clfftvm Qf resort 



4 Beware of luuuria in, giving 
advice that baa mi! been reuur-HeO 
qt yOu wll. Qtm friends atld ad- 
mireri meiunx away, probably la 
cooapanj aim your rfvil 



* Touiif people bring you nu r- 
soflal enjoymsnl Lhact their elfliti. 
who may protr difficult Tou li a* 
apt io reek out friend* with siml- 
J*r Mate*, and! and !□ activiUea- 



TAURUS 

lbe Mull 



* Lucay number thJa we**, 1 Ba* i 
days January 3b and 30. Blue* and 
lavenders tn sirring Lonta could 
hav* ftu LtlOusnor an yuur business 
or social Corttinea 



if Liiasausraciion. reatleaaaraa may 
cause you to try out a new ichctuc 
aualLial the advice those who 

knaw you oeu HesuUs Dixy be 
aurpi'LnlD£ly B'Sfld 



at A relative, who V* elao a paying 

guest, could arrive and bi^g a 
cheerful •imcisphprr IMS the hOUK- 
bald. A plan for a family juting 
may become an adventure 



* Hope* are likely to be pinned 
:.. people and evtnti which may 
:i ! pan out If you arr quUe 
young ydttx prewar, o-e affair mar 
be ocUy a pacing phaae. 



GEMINI 

The 'Cxi ma 



hat :i— Jirmr -i 



A Lucky numbar thla wetk, fl Boat 
daya January JS and IT, (<ulel 
ahaiie?. of blue, VlOt lOUCaaM of 
tt rt r , pi tvln or in small pal LeiO a 
w>U -mtwrn plaJinina;. 



'Quitr a number arf you are out 
io make aone nxira casta, iverJoapi 
inrvufh aprCulatkia rather Lhan 
uriinarj inctnnc. Arter nti* aet- 
bac4, you ah*u]d be farttui»t«. 



Si UnaJtpactad de re I Op men La, per- 
apa tn your buainnai aQaira. 
mlcm requfrs you ID cJiante ynur 
place ol ruldt.iMi, or rven %a ou 
a fairJy ton* Journey 



w- A apirlt of Tonianiic ideaUan 
may rule your aUHudc tawarda Lbe 
person yon lofe. Try to ace Lbe 
tr lo»ed aa txt or the la Nobody 
can tive up to a dr*a>m for lon^ 



* Crlliclam la never emay to tavke, 
and your bwat Lnlentlon* can be 
mitjutlyed, but oo barm n done if 
you maintain confidence ana Keep 
(etna; toward* y»ur £■>*: 



* Ton stay be aafced to ralum • 
favor or h*lo l friend in a J«td 
AHhuuuh jncanvenient. you tMfi 
oiaitaae, and the reaullam tuOdW'H 
ahouia rwpay you for your irouhlit. 



CANCER 

l ike Craxb 



IV N I "-—J I I T tt 



* Lu^k) number Ltlia week, J. Beat 
daya January 2* aaU Jl Pitih - 
mcnt iludfi rejy pale yelKm, or 
freen CrLmmlo«i otay btlliK txut- 
nt.it from woman. 



LEO 

Hi* Lion 

JOLT :i — AEGVST tt 



* Lucky number tbb> weak. l». BaaL 
d*y( January 37 and 30 II a tnan, 
Wear red lie. If a woman, a red 
drcsa or KWtmtr atLracta atLintra- 

BBtT 



Womezi Kit ILkely to be im- 
portant In your Job tf you are 
a ixns. a imajj raise li ;cpu cater 
for wdiimt.. food pruepecU 13 ■ 
houaewkfe. ehangea Ln the tet >up, 

1c fl2t4,ulil there be aom^onr 
B'.t«mpt1n; Lo utldennlnt you where 
yau work, that pereon wUl not only 
fall, bat actualb improve yflur 
atandJUE wtlh thn-ae «*no coant. 



w oldei roit may haee an im- 

purtmnl ahAK Ih- family counclll- 
If buyinaj pruprrty thny mas' 'i''P 
*Ub Bftonaj or adrlte CThLldren 
enjoy an unlooked-for treat. 



Kit you are aerloua about your 
ve an offer of marriace max br 
Lii die lmmedLale futurr II already 
married; a pleaaant aurprlae await* 
you from your panne-r 



w Runnlnai Into an old acquain- 
Ur.ee, you may renew contacts, err 
wmethlPi at a olffercxit type at 
aocda] world than the one in which 
yoo have been mavlne racetltly. 



* There may be dlaaejialon areu- 
mei)U betwren youiieer and older 
members or Uie bouaehold Lf jo. 
vuu-.h w.l: win, but no aerloua can- 
tequenesa itHI arise 



w Thoae elujlblf , whether yOunf , 
or not-M.-yoLme. Aie IjkEjf to find 
a member of (he opiloelK yt who 
holda attraction fur them. Tula 
fclory ahould have a happy etidtng 



it Ah. adventttro may I Uj before 
ynu. What form 11 dice* could 
depend you r ptnrni plana hoi 
It La UiLaLn to save an unexpected 
twiit, and lead to new acHilliri 



The Virjia 

A(iail>T M— 4t.l"[|.MBKB n 



^rj^ LIBRA 

The Bsluiikv 

^rlt.HUtR 14 — DC riJKfcJZ II 



ay Lucky number thin wnek 8 Soft 
utver-rrty*. charcoal, or ttLaok ac- 
cebaorio- »r c uaefui for driTlnc 
xhrewu uara-ain. Beat day! Janu- 
_^rs__iu a^d M 

Jr Lucky number Uili week. 7 nvi.r. 
aya January M and Iff. Wear a 
tiunch at TloleLa, or earry a hand- 
kerchlel with purple border or 
purple aearf. li ynu tie "r e luck 



it A nrnpoAltlon may be taada to 
yi.U Which holdi a treat atiraclian. 
ii nd 1* well worth Inrcaiicet 
Tou may Qnd tallica difficult at 
Lhe atart but you can handle It. 



1r Very MPPT ham* influence* 
kamr pleaeant euteriuinirii;, p«r- 
Uoularly among * -mi".. Children, 
[f a paeeaL, *rr wtllin|t to help, and 
be on tholr beat bahsvtour. 



«Y fJpb and downs arc io be ea- 

Kcted In any romance add anouid 
are be friction in the next few 
daya LhLa need n u : raise a pernt*- 
hent barrier, unieaa yuu wish I* 



* nndirii; work ratber dull you ft Efoma 



may follow Up a brainwave, de- 
velop It at length., and receive 
c am pi Im till a Irons the baa*, 1-hr 
cnmmittec, or Uioae In charrc* 



iy become puantvrjy 
dramatic, with much comlnaj and 
«0int a lucky break for onr of yuu 
and new Intereata and aetlvltlei 
wlt.eJi maJte you bate io K o out 



e> Ynu mltfht ourTy in haf-- and 
never repent it. for your atan beam 
un lof era. Older folk enjoy domestic 
haimony, or attend weddlUgi or 
cticiif ement parties. 



* A sudden shift in Lbe soc.al pic- 
ture ought mran that >Du vU| t^ep 
ttlto tto-" ihOca nf u perH^ri whu raT- 
rie- reaponaltjllliy A BaertOce of 
lima and effort la required 

# Don't oak* a ttand from which 
ynu cannci ratreat tf you act or 
apeak on hUUSlCi«nt InfarnialEaii 
you will look foohyh If you afe 
vbllted to heel down 



j ^ SCORPtO 

yJ/^r The Scvrpioo 

Dt ruBLB :i MJltMlHR tZ 



ir Lucky number thla week. 3. Beat 
days January SB and 30. A 
reometrjcal deanyU, In hydrangea.- 
bluf, Is the key to being a auceesc, 
lul hoatea*. 



«Thal eombuiatlon of iuuk and 
ard work in unbeatable Tou 
may start an a new iou persuade 

others to adopt your raetbodt. or 
he helped by a sideluw. 



it An accord between marrtaa:? 
UUrUiem in regard 1o home aftalr* 
may begin a new domeitic chapter 
Some of you may leave your hornf 
permanently, or fOT a aboiri while:. 



*• It keeping a secret because you 
an not yet ready to tell tbo world 
about your love, these are ihrltlmK 
daya. Tou will surround v-our be. 
.rtied with attentlona. 



SAGITTARIUS 

Yhr Arther 
SOVEM0IK a— OM tMBKB » 



*> Luclcy number this week. 4. Bait 
daya January 3T and IV Wear 
LbOM Odd abades b| muEtArtl-yel- 
low. or royail, or rlectrm-blut ;or 
*ucce«sful visntDf. 



w Tuu'U want tn get behind and 
puah evecti and aesoctatea aeem 
so ifnw and unenterprising, there 
will be gal ii-. If fan keep yau r 
ambition within bound' 



* impatience over delayed pro- 
jects, or tnfunnavtkin gained through 

s ncuthbor, may arouse you into 
a whirlwind of activity Children 

may be packed all io friends. 



w. EnterprlalbB un love, as in 
everything elae r you may set wheeLa 
turniog In order to get a flfU dote 
with not yau bare kne 
• at a diitance. 



nnwn. ao far 



at Are you nejrleeting p«op4c who 
wich to be fru-ndlyt Later on. 
when you need tbetr co-mperaMtm 
-.nu may rerret yuuj present indif- 
ference and Lbr.tr hurt fcfeltlurs. 

+ Conditroni art favorable for 
varlsd, worthwhile, BOclai intereita. 
You are unlikely to roftflne youfieJf 
Io any particular group, and m«y 
learn much from different typu, 



i-^ b CAPRICORN 

t[^£ The- Cowl 

IHrffMBKIt TI— JAHVAM U 



ir Lucky number Lhls week. 8 Beat 
oayi January M and i: Black- 
and - while looks anutrt and dlg- 
iltfled. it you fulSl a business 
epoomtmeut 



* It may not snow in ine ledger, 
but some harVesLs are goodwill a'Ld 
w warms the cockles of your heart 
to aee how muoa kqpport your *n- 
terprl^c-i are teeclTlng. 



-ii Have you come to the stage 
when you. want a new routine and a 
more atiractjve outlnuk* Srrapuiiip; 
bonu things may be tough, but 
you're In a Oghtuiit mood. 



w. Sol an exciting week. It an- it Tlie pace may Blacken., alvlttg 



gaged you'll be »awlnc r^ur uoney 
ratiter than stepping out. U mar- 
ried you m*j be too busy wnn other 
matters to worry about love. 



yon a breathing spcU ;r . which to 
reorganise your U dob -table Those 
who havr been tied to a tight Kb*- 
dole may enjoy mar* leisure. 



AQUARIUS 

tUUUMt t*— rEBBC4»T If 



it Lucky nnmber this week. 1 Be*'. 

day* January it and IB Wear 
White, KEiflLrtnlruj polished au 
terlala, either **ii-oolored or in 
small patterns. 



* II you're aakrd to do what 
you've orrer don* beforr, eatry on 
boi dly with d o taJae modesty, 
realising your wit* and common 
aenae will see you through. 



it Tout attention Is likely to be 
diverted from home affairs by iqidi 
project which demands most ol 

your ttme and energy Tou ■ 

-.ake your home for granted. 



f r The butterfly Idea of BlttirLg 
(dm Sower to flower may be uppnr- 
moat Tou may not wish to go 

:tc.sdy wtth any one boy or girl, but 
you'll certainly look the field over, 



it Practically anything y 
'alte in the fecial spher 



PISCES 



it LucXy number this week. I Bra: 
day^ January 25 and 20. Rainbow 

combinations Of several pastel 
shades are likely to help yon to 
attain a wish. 



w Perhaps you'U plunge in and 
wooder J you did the right thing. 
It should work nut wirh a happy 
Eurprlse Anlsh, bringing oaJh aod 
prestLge. If you're not too rccklrae 



ir flhoulti you be shut, us vim" II 
ru- *■ eilOMnfl daya You may spend 
more than you intruded but tawl 
so thrilled that you won't care, 
and the stars are friendly. 



# The one you love may appear 
diftant, rum: cv en abrupt Thla 
may be caused by business affaira, 
or other concern* and should not 
be lakes u pertonaL 



you 'jrnir; 

-mr-m hi .,...;T' JQU CSH 

carry 09 Euoeossfuliy under your 
own steam. YOui magnetic pOr- 
lonality ta at lU beat now. 

it A sudden decision, which sur- 
prlecE yuur rr;rnrtft. may bring 
about •xtraordmary cbangEa m re- 
gards to people, st-enel. ci lnl*r«i>la 
-t a social nature. 




DAD'S CRICKET SHORTS 
STILL SCORE FOR SONS ! 



Hand-me-downs 
kept strong with 
Velvet washing 



"Yes. Velvet certainly help* 
the family budget by making 
clothes last" 

W. The Oefce/ir, Anntmdqle. 





"Jurii;rri- yarn hand» one'd never think you had 
a family of seven in cure for" says Aunl Jenny, 
Mrs. MacLenn *milcs. "I have 25 shim alone in 
ihc weekly wash But Velvd's so gentle tor the 
hands." 



"I'll keep trn\ picture — to show how clean my 
family can look' laughs ihcir molher. "Thev get 
their clothes tilihy so fast. I don't know whjt I'd 
do without Velvet's evtra-soapy suds — especially 
for the eMru grimy spots.'' 
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M> ■, <■■■:■-■. about that But 
Al Si nmions had I h rown he r 
with thm alleged poetry of hit, 
and it wmtlil take lorm- doinjr, 
tn bring her lo hrr *rn»e*. 

I went hoine. I a I mufti tore 
up the Pu ppt y Pa 1 pa per*. 
Tlirn I put thriii away in the 
boiiom drawer erf my bureau — 
1 nik'ht waai th.-m for .1 laugh 
■omrday. 1 knew what 1 had 
to do T had to becoinr 11 belter 
serinua pwt than Ai Simmons. 

I had not md any serious 
poetry Jtnic hiith school, and 
as little potttblc of it then. 
I WCOI down to the library Jni ^ 
ipeni two hours witb »mr 
jnthoiocin I pat spots before 
mv ryes, but made no pro- 
stress. . Thii ier i out poetry ap- 
p4rr ntly wni the classic stuff, 
but mint -) i| wm different 
from Al Si Minium' wort in that 
it was partially understand- 
able. 

The next day I run into 
Sinunotii "Hear you werr nut 
with Joan, old boy," he uid. 
"Xot thnl I* mind; Fve tun n. 
toed manv fish 10 fry, you 
know, But you might as wrll 
realiftc that it's hopeleu, ! can 
say with ill modesty that the 
finds rnt- extremely— 4ha]l wc 
v*\ interfiling. *' 

"VVr 11 HT- about that/' I iaid 
— I wa» so mad it was ihr brut 
1 1 ould do. "Aj (or that poetry 
lint- you're feeding her. why 

"I'm afraid the finer thing] 
of lifr arc a touch beyond you, 
old boy." hr said. 

On Tuesday she agreed to 
$0 to a movie with me Wednes- 
day nighT. She- liked mr — I 
knrw that. 1 could trll thnt 
die wanted to be x°od friends. 

From my point of view that 
was about ai utinfartory as 
iCivmg a lrnrving num ,1 warm 
shake of the hand. I didn't ire 
much of the movie — all I could 
think about was her. 

After the show, wr took a 
walk It was a beautiful nisth; 
and when wc cajuc to the 
public library wr »at down an 
thr dfjertrd stone itept, 

I raid. "Joan, there is some- 
thing I must tell you. I hnvt 
fallen— " 

"No!" ifa* iaid "Please, 
Harry, don't spoil it." >(« 
•land touched mine very gently. 
1 like vo>j , Harry, and it's to 
iappy Just as it is." 



Continuing 



Don't Say You Love Me 



"1 know," I said. "It'i Sim- 
mom. That i[uy hat been bam- 
hooalini; you witb thai phony 
poetry of his, and you — " 

"Harry'" tier voice was firm, 
with a "nr>-fooUn(i" rule in it. 
"Al luu been as nice as can be 
ii» iur. And- -well, it'i intpmng 
to ktvow a real poet, even if 1 
ian"t undrritand everything he 
wrilr*." 

"Look," t laid. "I know 
Himmum. Believe mc, I know 
what rnakei him tick. It isn't 
poetry, siiier; it iirVt that. And 
il hei surh a hot poet, why 
doesn't he gri his AlMrF uutA 
hshed ?** 

"Harry!" the mid again- 
You'it acting irnnll, and I 
don't want to think that'i the 
way ynu really arc. Al ii trail- 
ing until he has ehough poetry 
to make a book," 

She looked away, and I knew, 
with mv stomach in my Uiori, 
thai ihe wai back with iiim 
I lu rr wii one he thowed me 
hut night," ihe iaid, her voire 
W> »w. "It goes like (hti: 
'ihr second Manmi from thr 
end ii waiting for thy friend, 
pour it away, pul it aside 
'hy friend has died,' " 
I took hold of her hand, 
"loan, this mu.it be some kind 
of hypnotism . Jiist try lo tell 
mc what that means," 

Shr stood up. "Harry, I'm not 
to artrue with yon, I 
like you very much ind I want 
n\ always in br good friendi." 

See? ]| war just aj I'd 
Rs n jr cd il was. 

I made one more despairing 
rrv "If hi'*i surh a hot ten- 
oua poet, why dors hr write that 
Swevthearti All stuff?'" 

just until hr geti cj- 
tahlishrd He knows as wrll n* 
I do how far bciiraih hii talent 
it ia. Now take me hnriir, 
Hflrry-" 

'Hie following night I went 
tiji'L to thr library and told a 
librarian I would like to srr 
wrae of thr very* up-to-date 
kind of poetry. She goi me a 
Mi,!-.!!/!!!! CaJOcd "Absolute. " It 
was thin, carried no advertising, 
IWhj lew capital lrttrn. antl 
cntt fifty cents. 

Now J was gritizig tome- 
whi rr AM the poems in "Absol- 



ute ' were of the Simmons 
variety. 1 couldn't brgrn to 
oJto^tnttUUl a niigle ant;. 

1 went home and to work. 1 
worke-d until titTCC in thr mom- 
' n S- trying to writr modern 
poetry, I wore out two pencils 
and hah* a reanj of papt r. And 
1 got nowhere. It wasn't in tne. 

1 -pent the time brtwren 
three and -in trying to sleep, 
and failing as miserably at that 
ai 1 had with the poetry. Thr 
ouly tiny ability I had was for 
■tuff like Puppay Pal that an 
infant could undmund And 
Joan- well, Joan wuuki practi- 
' .illy throw up at Puppsy Pal. 

I'hal remind rti mt? that 1 
hadn't done a r U< with 
ruppsy - I hadn't even so much 
m looked at my notrl ar>d 
roughs. Probably 1 never would, 
Ptohably I never would do .hsv- 
tbing again. Eaecpi die. It 
would br vt-ry fine lo die. 

So it went Tor two weeks. 
Mr. Morris approved my last 
Uncle verse, but with a not- 
so-veilcd warning that it was a 
\mfdrr\wr case. I was way be- 
hind on new material for Aunu, 
Mothi-rt-in-law. Births in 
Famiiies of Minor Employees, 
Marriages of CuusI Acquaint- 
ance*, and General Purpose 
Greetings — Male and/or 
Female. I knew a crisis was ap- 
proaching. 

Wc bad occasional dates — 
<mc or two a week, wtien I 
wanted not leu than seven. 
She liked being with me — ap- 
parently in the same way slie'd 
have liked being with a favor- 
ite brother. 

And between our dates she 
was going uut wilh Simmon*). 
She did not recite lo me any 
more of his poetry. But when- 
ever his name wat mrniionrd— 
and it had u habit of coming 
up she got that faraway look. 
She was young, she was inex- 
perienced, ihe w.\« <rntimental, 
and he was an expert at sellini; 
hills of aotids 

I tried hard, again and again , 
to write modern poetry. And 
1' very effort was the same — 
iimply no good. I even sprm 
fifty, rents For a copy of "Abso- 
lute" and earned it around 
with me. Nothing doimr.. 



Finally 1 tore it into small 
pieces and threw U into Doe 
of Art Company's trash cans, 
all in which th-rr ihe .jim r 1 , j - 
lion, m Old English letters: 
(!■■. race is not always to the 

fleet. 

Promotion comes to thr clean 
and neat." 

A day arrived when 1 realised 
ihe whole situation was impos 
siblc. The only solution wna for 
uie to qui 1 my job and perform 
Mmjcihing equivalent to juuuin^i 
the Foreign Legion. 

1 wai losing weight, to say 
riL-thing of sleep. 1 was a dud 
on the job, and it was only a 
mjrrrr «if hnic until Mr. Morrih 
caught up with me and mudc 
[he kill official In short, I was 
desperately in love and my rair 
was hopeless. 

I had a dale with Joan that 
night, f went home, cleaned 
tip, changed my clothes, i 
took my Puppay Pal material 
Out or the drawer and put ii 
in sn pocket I might »» wrll 
give her a good last lauqh ar 
my enpensr.. Then I tat down 
and wrote .1 verse, not a poem. 
It was in my style, ii wut what 
f meant, and it was the best 
] could do in my present con- 
dition: 

"I krmw you will not liitrn. 
I know ycHi do not care, 
Bui I must tell you that 111 
love yim ever. 

If I live to be a hundred I'll 

not meet one 10 fair, 

Mine is a lonely love that 

naught can hever." 

T recopird it neatly and put 
it in my ptukei along with 
Puppsy Ptil I didn't feel 
bitter. T just felt finished. 

I rolled for hrr at seven, We 
walked slowly down thr strrrt 
towards thi- iram stnp to a 
soft, warm twilight. She wenirc! 
remulr, disinterested, fan hrr 
away from mc than ever. Well- 
it was no maiter. Thi* was the 
last time. 

M U you'd like to see a movie." 
I said, "the Orpheuni has — " 

,l Ld'i just -walk a little. 
Harry." ihe said 

Wr walked a little. We ranir 



lo one of those neat little 
squares with which the city ii 
lotted. I thought well, what 
are you waiting for, Harry 
Wright ? Be a man and put thr 
pj>tol to your head and gel it 
over with. 

I said, "Ltd'n lit down on a 
betntch I or .1 moiiirn t , j nan . I 
want to show yrju something." 

1 led her to a bench by a 
playing fountain. I said, "I 
can't write poetry All I can 
write is grrrimg-rard verse, and 
I'm new even wood ut that- But 
maybe this will amuse you. 1 ' 

I handed her the sheet of 
paper that had my vene on it. 
I waited for the knife in thr 
ribs. And the damnedest thing 
happened. 

She rmd it She read it again. 
Her lip trrmbled. Shr looked 
up al me and her eyes were 
wet. And then she put hrr head 
on my ifiouli'lrr and cried Li k< 
a child. And all thr time thr 
crird shr talked — talked 
through the tears, 

"It'i lcrvrh/ t Harry! It's 
beautiful! It'* -o^ it'i ihe most 
beautiful thing that ever hap* 
penrij to me! It gives me *,■<.-.- 
pimples, it's so beautiful!" 

"Tt*i junk," 1 said. "So now 

Shr trmed. Shr said, "Don't 
talk like that about my poem, 
Harry Wright? I mid it's 
bi-:uttiful„ and that'i what I 
meant" 

I leaned towards hrr. Shi' 
did not lean away, t kissed hrr, 
and *hr kissed back. 

"1 love you," I said. "I*ve 
toyed you since the first time 
I rver saw you. Bui Al Sim- 
mons " 

"Wail. Harry." ihe said, and 
she was shaking hrr heitd- "I've 
got aoinrihinR to show you. 
too." 

She opened her bag and pro- 
due r-d 11 magazine. "I was clean- 
ing out a file today and chjftr. 
on this. 1 was alone in thr office. 
And 1 was looking through it. 
and — Oh, here, see for your- 
self. On Page Thirteen." 

It was a portry maitazinr 
callrd c TncolnpAra.■ , It was 
■ "Absolute 1 in that il was 
thin, carried no advertising, 
used few capital letters, and 



Suffered from Indigestion 

". . . now able to eat anything I like" 



cuit Kfty emu. I optmrd ii to 
Pane Thirteen. A caption iaid; 
"5 new Hi., by hatheron 
davict." 

I ji;UriLcd down the ,>>.■. I 
aw a familiar line: 

erepuKular iire all the walrri 

I glanced farther and saw 
another familiar line: 

the siicond Manioi from thr 
end . . . 

I iaid, "Good Lord, he 
twjpcd thai Jiutf of uu. 
Plaitiarilrd it What a cheap 
iwindler/' 

"J wai ctary, Harry. I war 
— Oh, f don't know what 1 
wai 1 Rueu t haven't got any 
irrue. I gueto ] — " 

"I love you," I aaid. "I 
alwayi wilt" 

*'I krrr you. loo. Marry." jhr 
uid. * L .And T think I always did. 
only I'm stupid.'* 

We kiued ottJiin, for a lomt 
time. Then 1 pulled my Puppiy 
Pal papers oul ol my pocket 
and showed tbem to her, rat- 
plaining the idea She read 
these again and aprain, as the 
had my verse. And when ihr 
quit reading bcr eyes werr wrl 
om'e more. 

"It's a wonderful idea. 
Harry," ibr said "It gives mc 
goose pimples, loo. You've just 
got to show it to Mr. Morris 
tomorrow. I'll hate you for- 
ever if you don't." 

I held her close. She said. 
"I wish you wouldn't (ell any- 
one about Simmons stealing thai 
poetry He — oh, he's too small 
for you even lo think about, 
Harry." 

"1 won't say a word. He's 
nothing: to mr, not now." 

Then I kitted her airain and 
said, "Will you marry me, 
Joan ?" 

"Ves, Harry. I will, I will." 

One word more. I showed 
Mr. Morris my Puppsy Pal 
samples the nejet day. He went 
os-rrboard. He (rave mr a raw 
riyht on thr spot and told me 
to concentrair on Puppsy Pal 
to the exclusion of everything 
elie 

He also intimated thai 1 was 
in line for a major promotion. 
In fact, I wouldn't be surprised 
if I look over the Sweethearts 
All Department before very 
long. 

I Crjpyri|riii ) 



A man feels strongly before he writes the kind of letter 
we received from Mr. A. K. of Victoria. For 20 years he 
had endured acute indigestion. Nothing gave him relief 
until he was introduced co De Witt's Antacid Powder. 
That was in 1937. Then he found wonderful relief which 
amazed him (his own words then). But the true test of 
a medicine 15 its power to give continued relief. Did Mr. 
A. K. get that ! Has he good cause to remain equally 
enthusiastic to-day about the medicine that was so won- 
derfully effective when he tried it first > His wife says 
"Ves". Read his letter — and hers. They know beyond 
doubt where to turn for lasting relief from 
those digestive upsets which crop up some- 
times, even In the fittest of families. 
HE SAID THEN in a Utter ditad 7th July. 1*37. 
"Just a line to tell you whc( wonderful relief 
I hove had from your Antncfd Powder. About 
IS months ago I o'nioit hod to give up my work, 
for 20 yeors f nod suffered and was never able 
to eat any of the things I llded best unless / 
suffered for it. I tried i's worth of medicines 




but nothing gave me relief until one day, while visiting a 
friend, he received one of the samples of Antacid Powder and 
he gave it to me. After trying Ii I was amazed with the resu/t 
and am now able to eat anything I like ond / hove regained 
the weight I lost. 

fours with gratitude." 

—signed A.K., Oiamond Creek, Victoria. 

HIS WIFE SAYS NOW in a letter dated Tth Jsina, 1«J. 

"My husband has asked me to wr/te and tell you he Is enjoying 
much better health ond suit has the greatest frith fn your 
Antood Powder, which he finds gives him great relief after 
meals". 

—signed R.K.. Diamond Creek, Victoria (for her huibond). 

IThtorillhftL olthn. Ivtt.rv unhtiHn itew H.lfaourn* OfHc«) 

De Witt's Antacid Powder quickly soothes and sweetens 
a sour stomach, rapidly neutralises excess acidity, and 
gives lasting relief by spreading a protective coating over 
the inflamed stomach lining, thus giving it time to clear 
up naturally. Obtainable from chemists and store- 
keepers everywhere, 6/4 economy size, and 3 



AWAY FROM HOME— 
always carry a f«w 
De WITT'S 
ANTACID TABLETS 

Immediate relief No water required 
Plaasant flavour. In easy tear-off ikfSM 
2'° economy pack, or I '6 
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ANTACID 
POWDER 
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STEVE 
FORREST 

Where are the Clark Gables 
and Car)' Coopers of to- 
morrow? Hollywood tries to 
answer this question by find- 
ing fresh faces and capturing 
new talent for the screen all 
ihf time. 

NOT all of these hopeful recruits 
mate the grade to stardom, but one 
young aCtof who has done the trick is 
tall (lift. 2inJ, flaxen-haired, blue-eyed 
Steve Forrest, pictured on this paffe. 

Now a contract player at Metro, Steve is 
currently being given .1 romantic star build-up 
after winning the International Press of Holly- 
wood's coveted "Star ol Tomorrow" award. 

Obviously, hr ha* the sort nl collegiate goml 
looks that should appeal tu the picture-going 
public. 

But whether young Mr. Frvrrest also has I he 
spirt that ignites the box-office is still open 
to question. 

\ t qw in his late twenties, Texas-born Steve 
I'orrest is in hi* Inurth Hollywood year, hav- 
ing made his mnvie hnw in a bit part in "The 
Sabre and the Arrow" in 1951. 

A Hurry of similar hit pares paid off m a 
worthwhile rnle in Warners' "So Big" in 
15*53, in whii h hr appeared M Jane Wvman's 
grown-up son. 

tin hin showing in this picture he ii a com- 
petent actor with a likeable prrsnnalitv. 

Steve is ihe blond young brother nf film- 
star Dana Andrew*, but he has no intention 
of capitalising on the relationship. 

"Dana and I," he says succinctly, "would 
both prrfrr In forget about family tics. I'm 
nut 111 make my own way in the nun ii world." 

This enterprise has proved worthwhile, for. 
Irom playing a main feature role as Roliert 
Taylor's voting brother in "Rogue Cop," For- 
rest stepped into his first starring role in 
"Boulevard in Paris" — a wow of a pari oppo- 
site Anne Baxter. 

"I he great ven of this voung veteran of 
W'orid "War II is to do rnmrdv, drama, and 
111u.11 lis on the irrern With hi* varied train- 
ing in hijjfl School, then college, and later at 
the Theater \rls S*-Ii* w*l, he rnuld probably 
do it, too. 

It was a student production of Main, -II 
And'Twai'* play "Both Your Hou*e>," that de- 
cided Steve Forrot (real name William For- 
rest Andrew?', 10 make the theatre his career. 
In 1950 he sought, and got. a job at the La 
Jolla Playhouse -as a carpenter. 

Top star firesjory Peck, whose great love is 
(he Playhouse, where he appeared regularly 
before going off to make films in F.uropc, 
hired the new hand. 

Neither his fine scholastic record nor his 
athletic achievement! at college had fitted 
Stes-e for ihe pari of set-builder, prop boy. 
ir stage manager. 

Nevertheless, he stuck with these chores 
and hv the end of the summer had earned a 
stage part. 

The good notices that came from his play- 
ing of a bellboy in "Good-bye Again" with 
Wendrll Corey prompted thr young actor to 
try his tuck in Hollywood. 

Then- hr got an "in" by wriliit^ for, and 
acting in, television dramas. Hr still Write* 
for this medium. Then c»mr that small rob- 
in "Thr Sahrr and ihe Arrow" and the Metro 
contract. 

Steve and his pretty wife, Christine, who 
met during French lectures at the University 
of Southern California, were married in 
Santa Barbara in December, 1948, and have 
a small son, Mirharl Charles, born in June, 
1953. 

Thev live- in a small house in the seaside 
•uburti of Santa Monica, where thev enjoy the 
eatiial life (hjjre and attend football matches 
whenever Stevr has a day off from the studio. 
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f OR MOTHIRS 
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Stories, pictures, articles, advice of vital 
nrerest to all mothers, and all concerned 
with mo there raft and the care and up- 
bringing of children. 



FE BRUARY ISSUE (NCLUPES 

• TWO FAILURE'S, THIH SUCCESS — The 

true ltDry at a motbar'i light against o 
physical disability that prevented her breosr 
Ceding hit babies • WHAT'S YOU* 
WOO AY? — Mother' Questions u r nw ered try 
□ leading ductal • PARTY WITHOUT 
TEARS — Yoo'll enjoy planning your party 
for liny Bti the easy way • KEEP YOUR 
FIGURE — Easy pnj-nolal ejterrises improve 
health arn) keep you "social" longer 

• SHOULD WE R I NO THE DOCTOrU Whin 
6ab/» out- of .sorts a quick reference ehort 
lirlps you lind out what's wrong. • BABT- 
C It AFT QUIZ — Check your knowledge of 
latest devtlpermenTs in boby rytanooemem 

• CROCHET SHAWL— Baby will he twice 
ai euddlesame in a dainly lacy shawl rhal'E 
quick and simple la rnake. • HAVING A 
EAST TAKES TRAINING — A leocting 
morcrnily hospital matron talks In prrnpe-rlive 
parents • THE MOST REWARDING 
MONTHS— The mother ol n« clvlrlrtn Wlh 
why breast feeding was to good lot her and 
her babies • CHIIOMN Of THE STARS — - 
fJeoorah Kerr still finds time to be a tuccess- 
lul mother • TEETHING FACTS AND 
WORHIES — Did yen know every boby is 
born with teeth? See that your child atu'ti 
off with iMTlh thoi wrll ttay hraPtHy 

• PLUS ten. Port maw. 



Sister Man Jacob, noted Matherctatt Ad- 
viser fin? Austral'tati Women'* Weekly, 
it one ol Babf's expert editorial panel. 
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BABY 

MAGAZINE FOB MOTHERS 




Talking of Films 

By M. }. MeM.AHOfi 
^ A Bullet is Watting 

WHEN a film tomrt 
along with a title 
like "A Bullet is Waiting" 
you naturally expect Hi be 
gripped by suspense, or at 
least a hint of it, by ert- 



OUR FILM GRADINGS f 



ON SALE ALL NEWSAGENTS- NOW 



^tiini: f\i'jits. 

Thi.t nut ihr rune, Ih>«- 
ever, wiili Columtji;i'« slow, 
movinrc mrlijilniTiiri, si hi. N 
-.t'ldrim touches urgency and 
is, ? :vJ ■ - . overloaded with 
the unlilccliest dialogue heard 
in a long time. 

EivcrythiiTu, considered, \i 
ii hardly surprising that, in 
spite of Ihr effort! ol the com- 
jx-tt-iit cast, the plot pr-lcrs 
uui lont; before the finale ar- 
rives. 

The story has three main 
characters. They are Stephen 
McNallv's vinditlis'e sheriff, 
Rory Calhoun, whom he ar- 
rest! on a manslaughter 
charge, and Jean Simmons, 
While the two men are 



■jfjf Above overage 

Average 

No srors— -below o»«rog*» 
or not yet reviewed. | 



irim.iiimiiiiiiiaiiiniii iiiiniiiiiiiiiniii 

storm-bound on the isolated 
sheep-ranrh of Mist Simmons 
she falls in love with thr pris- 
oner and must deride whether 
he in a Iciller at hart. 

MrNally. whose brother he 
killed. Ls more concerned with 
liquidating hi= charge than 
getting him back to town for 
fair trial. 

Brian Ahcrne, playing Jean's 
iTiiriite English father, brings 
matters to a head when lie 
puts in a tardy appearance 
towardi the end of I he film 

Rugged C.'ilifornian scenery 
is filmed in clear technicolor. 

In Sydney— Capitol. 



CITY FILM GUIDE 

Films r-rririveri 

CAPITOL. — * "A Bullet Is Wailing, n outdoor drama is 
color, starring Jean Sininions, Rory Calhoun, Stephen 
MtNally. (See review this page*) Plus * "China Ven- 
ture*" adventures « tar ring Edjjrond O'Brien, Barry Sulli- 
van, Jocelyn Brando, 

CENTURY. — ** "Sqhd Slept Here," technicolor romantic 
comedy, starring Dchbic Reynolds, Dick Powell. PIlm 

feal LLTCltCi, 

EMBASSY.— *** | ht ( Little) Kidriappers,'' period 
drama. Marring Adrfennc Corn, Jon Whitcley, Vincent 
Winters. Plus featiircttea. 

ESQUIRE — * "The Adventures of Hajji Baba," Cinema- 
scope Oriental romance in color, starring John Derek, 
rllaine Stewart. Plus featurellea, 

LIBERTY.—*** "Gone With the Wind.'" (echnirolor CM. 
War drama., starrinf Clark Gable, Vivien Leigh, Ltdie 
Howard, Olivia dc Hnwitland- ( Re-relcase, 1 

LY'CELM.— * "Hell Below Zero," lechnitular Anmrciic 
adventure, starring Alan I .it .Id. Joan Tetzcl. Plus * "Ma.v 
sacre I'anypn." period outdoor adventure, barring Phil 
Carey, Audrey Totter. 

LYRIC — "The Westerner," Western drama, starring Gnry 
Cooper. Walter Brennnn. Dana Andretvs. Plus '"Back- 
hntbt" suspense drama, starrinjt Richard Traviv Jean 
Roi;tri I Both re-releases, review, unavailabk.) 

MAYFAIR, — ** "Woman a Wcrrld," rechnifaloi (anemu- 
Scape ennicdy drania. starring Clifton Webb, June Ally- 
son, Lanren Raeall. Pius feature it e*. 

PARIS. — *** "Living Desert." Walt Disney fcaturrvlentrih 
true-lifr adventure in technicolor. Plus leaturrtte*. 

PRINCE EDWARD.— * "White Christmas," technicolor 
VistaVision musical, viarring Bing Crmby, Danny Kayc, 
Vera-Ellcn, Rosemary Clooney, Plus reaturcttes. 

REGENT. — ** "Three Cains in The Fountain,' 1 Cinema- 
SoOpc cotiiedj-roTiiHnce in color, starring Clifton Webb. 
Jean Peteri, Maggie McNamara, Dorothy Nlaguirc. Plui 
kaiurcnes, 

SA^ r OY.— ** i "L«t PropcTty/' French- language omnibus 
r On icdy •drama, si arring ' irrard FhilLpe, t.dwigr I rniLLrri 
Pierre Brasseur. Sttiy Oelair. Plus * "Caspian t)il Men." 
Russian documentary. 

STATE.—* "Magnificent Ohsessioii." technicolor romantic 
drama. Hairing Jane Wrman. kWk Hudson. Ptus "Blacli 
Horse Canyon," leehnkolor outdoor drama, starring Joel 
McCrra. Mart Blanchard. 

ST. JAMES. — ■«-* "Brigadoon." CinentaScope musical fan- 
lasy in rnlor, starring <; r ne Kelly, Cyd (^harissr, Vsn 
Johnson. I'lus (eaiuniiev 

VICTORY. — * "Ma and Pa Kettle at Waikiki." comeds. 
siarririR Marjorie Main, Peiry Kilhride. Lori Nelson. 
Plus * "Drums Across the Rivet ." period technicolor ad- 
venture, slarrimi Atidie Murphy, Lisa Gaye. 

Film* nvl ye?l revUnced 

PAJ.ACIF..— •Suddenly." crimr ihrillrr. starring Frank Sin 
atra. Sterling H-yden. Nanry fimes. Plus "Blood 
Orange," thriller, starring Tom Conway, Naomi Chancr. 

PLAZA.— "Ring of Fear," Warnercnlor (anemaSropr crime 
melodrama, starring Clyde. Beatty, Mickey Spillane Plus 
fralurcltes, 




WHEN TO.U'VE RtMDVEll 
UNaluHlLt HAIR WITH 

^fctfrntt 



HAIR 
REMOVER 

A few ihnrr mirutei every 
three or four wce-i with 
« Silkymit rilove sand your leg^ 
(■die on new qlttmour. 
Unsightly hair disappear, 

. . . Silkymit -r-p'v wipei 
it away and leaves the iltiii 

iillty smooth per J iqft 

Silkymit tonei up your ikin . , . 
maiiGi your leqj lovelier 





feline 



ra> 

V*t#lina' ii Iti* ■•n.tr.rrJ Trjud- i<Vi.k 
at lh» Ch*t*?hrDug.h Mt 0 Co Cont'd. 



When Kidneys 

WorkTooOften 



Are jvu rrnb4rrai*tii bT toti irn,uci.: 
■'UnuiiJiifln durti.t thr amy ur;d niyrhn 
ThM» ivmptomt, rji wiiii, m* Bla< ( j { . r 
Iri'iim Un. luriH.hr Sxva'Vrn Ankle 
Lrf pBiiirj NcTvauLbrxk. Diutiirti. 
t.uirtHRO. Brrken Aleflp. CircJi-t Unaer 

Kvei. =Tf MBUIllJ} dUf In irtn:-: >a"c.| 
Milt:*".' altld L.ltxrJfJr - tfCUblrl Ttll f-^\ 

tlotrt «jJ Ciiln, Utiw new seWBliflc 
iTWsJIc.D*, |«i rcitil tcj work over- 
cnjnirn trcmgitt in ] irsys \ KtUl 
irrmi oni'riln« Iroub.r. i Curt.1 rid at 
ppjnotioni «c'1> 3 HKctjc'I.CIi* tnri 
irltiVLLtfltau, i.ieiiryi ttntt blidrirr 
Gat cv.rx ti s,:i: rbrmiBi lo-dftj umdrr 
CuaraDter 41irt*T(iirji ai mnrif * bunk 



Page 38 



iliU AM) YOUR BABY 

^liirt M.r? Je.ob. s I s s 

A recently revLieil and enlmrR.d 
edlllec ot Ihl. aatnoMUtlvc book 
on unlet, their aaalth. cere and 

DftDRUim. 

etse» ity« 

Praet all' rmtMliri 
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ARRESTED when he it found by the police re- 
lilaring stolen notes in a *nfv cracked by one of 
flock, prittl-rriminotofiiit Father Brovcn { Alec 
■ nness), centre, is rescued by the Bishop' 1 * teere- 
■ v (Ernest Clark), left, who tellM him the rare cross 
11. St. Augustine is going to Rome under police escort. 



FATHER BROWN 



TOP British actor Alec 
Guinness brings lo the 
screen the pungent 
character of G. K. Cheater- 
ton's criminologtst-priesl 
in "Father Brown — Detec- 
livt'," (Columbia.) 

A* Chesterton readers 
know. Father Brown's one 
srent interest is criminals. 
He want* to help them. 
This it often the cause of 
Irirtimi between him ami 
Scotland Yard, which 
wauls lo |iut wrongdoers 
behind bare. 

Father Brown, in his 
film pursuit of the in- 
gratiating crook Flambeau 
(played by Australian 
FVirr Finch), keeps a few 
steps ahead of the law. 




9 HIRED at chauffeur by Lady 
" Warren ( Joan Greenwood), the 
burglar (Sidney James) reforms. 
Because he believes that the thief 
Flambeau will try lo steal the cross, 
the priest sell off for Rome with lit 




3 



SUSPICIOUS of all, it is loo late 
■i- hen Father Brown penetrates 
il.f disguise of Flambeau (Peter 
I nrh), left. The cross is stolen. 



A FLAN evolved with Lady Warren 
lo trap Flambeau with a chess 
set foils, but Father Brown lifts 
from his pocket an engraved case. 




- POLICE trail Father Brotcn tvhen, with this 
' * slim clue, fie goes to Paris, hoping to learn 
i iambeau's identity and whereabouts. After tome 
elective, work, he tracks the thief lo Burgundy, 



a SURPRISED to discover Father Brown 
• among the revellers at the local wine 
festival, Flamhuau quietly disappears. Father 
Brown traces him to a nearby derelict castle. 




f REFUSING to return all the stolen 
'treasure and not fujt the cross. Flam- 
hem has to run from police. Father Brown 
it acclaimed for unearthing the collection. 

Tap Auitsjiliaw Wouik's Wee*ly - Jmuiry 26, 1955 



O LISTENING to Father Brown, back in England, 
■ * preach the parable of the Prodigal Son, Lady W arren 
It quietly joined by Flambeau. Glancing at the con- 
gregation, the priest sees him there, captured at last. 



There is only one 

THE WONDER CLOTH OF A 
THOUSAND USES" 



Cewure is the best dolh 
of il% kind- Other* may 
look title Cam int. 
bul only Cesar we has 
so many qua/if iei H 
cannot be ma fir br tier. 

rrs DURHU 

tt't * tqusrit-w'eflve hr-»rjclr±rh . 
tturdy tovgk hutA wa-rtriho. 
Wtin and wearj for |««fi 
4|f s-d ,f til , 

0 

& IfS tASY TO CUT. 

„- A bfKjn ia (fs) hom* rJr*isS 

Jf 10, rnatnr. BflC4U«* of rfl ****** 

J? £f fjf\ ft avH vftkW df*a. Nft*t 

ef ^ 4db 

ITS FAST tO LIGHT 

2mm\^L\mt w^l ill Trnt rn«>» Ft 

J* M-^YlV* fuFniahrrr^*. R«plac»d it colour 





ITS FAST 10 H0IUH4 

■net (l»nd» up to all rn- i c .<;'■ 
rind tumbla r>f fubbinq ■>■ 
cfllnin nrrar run, ravwr hmri 
th»bby 



ITS COlQJiBRiL 

rrfty &nd Tif« tolour-i afui 
ij--. +o c^o*»* from. «U 
bright, fait and UrJuUtt' 



ITS PRE-SHRUHK 

by the C««ur Fabrici 

"CaiarEiad slirun.' fifof-tm 
«4tic:)i ijrsM«r>ei -k and ftl 



trs conoK-cmsp. 

y#t iupf>(«. witti good ha no. 
fUfsDWTHJcl for rti fr««h. moI 



US MORE KOMOMIUL 

If pay* tr> buy >ri> b*il 
Bac^gi* if Uah you Lon<j«r, it 

caih you -ii 



MAKE SURE Of THE NAME I n, 

ONLY Ginattur CESAHiNK it ■ Csrur 
Ftsbric. And, whfn buying m Cemmtnr 
r*rm*nt nff tkr yri hv*l Mr fAr isaVr 

EVERY GENUINE 
CESARINE CADMENT 
SHOULD CARRY THIS LABEL 




ASTHNACOUfiHEftS 

Dive Thanks For 
LuckyDiscovery 

Thnnundfl vbn uuihtd. ■□tcsto 
and arnirMii wtUi Aiifaiu and Bran- 

hill-. «ivc ihknkk (or Meuriairo t hr 
[nmnifk nr« Amsrivau acisfiLUIe tceili 
cJnr it ii*rta Lmnt<tfliil«lT la cirru- 
iMa IhiDUfti "he biwMl. qulniy cu r t;. 
Lnr Ihf •tU.ckii. Thr fini d«> Itir 
UilcJi pbLcErm la duafllvcd, ilvittc hi* 
fany rjrfiaUiHi« *nd )aRlci« you ikrp 
Uia night lijruucn In ni a mlon li-' 

M*jiLlkco from your ch«mlnl qr at4:c 
ts-d»y under mnnry-tiiei^ (ra«Tstntrr> 
te atflp AJthma fftuflhtru «nd mvn 
y«n frrt, «ajT a:i-aijitnc Mm Am d*y 



Foot Itch 

helpedIstDay 

your f»i uen to badly Ultit lt»er 
nnariy drive you cr»t> T Don Lh* aklu 
melt and petit Arc U)«it blUifiK 
Lwtwtrn your lot*. aPd on Ui* wilii, at 
taui f-rr: 1 Tti" r?al rauar *■ k % r nn 
at fundus, lfhlch i on mutt kill ir, kcl 
rid of the troubut At Taai it la. poit- 
rlblr to cad thm« root trcubtra vilh 
nn AmrjTirpwi RoapllAl Di-icnTfiy 
^aLIrd NliHrta ^is^Artm, 4I Dp* l,be 
tUh In 1 mtnuLca. kklia Ejrrma tnrJ 
fiifi*fns tad In 34 tiaura Uic skin 
r.f'tln* to hrm] clnr itul abooth 0«l 
MKvdria liom yuuv chBmiit Lo-tJav 
under poalUiif luarnmcr hna-t 
your <0Ot Kcb rrr montM, tat* 
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muriuuoitellr, that your Jnc- 
-u: i dt Rotjot occupies vn this 
company ghosts? 

A flurry of wind tore the 
smoke. In. m tin funnel and the 
M Gay Dolphin 1 * rolled hraviiy 
to misty starboard A lhower 
of spray hissed op the drr:lt. 
Michel nl*nceti at the *k\ ami 
stood up, 

"I think you had belter go 
to your cabin now because ihc 
rain is coming. It would be a 
pity indeed if that beautiful 
Initial drew were to Ret wet." 

Shr itOod I .H if XL I'.LLLi. IWAV 

in* to the movement of the 
' r.. the wind in her hair. 

"You know that there t» abso- 
lutely nothing that I ran say. 
I wniitd only uk you lo rem* en* 
hrr one thins;. When vou took 
thai horrible rinp off my fin- 
ger 1 told you thrn that it was 
the difference between rcit and 
niiihtmarri Now perhaps you 
know what I tiwant," 

He looked at her with con- 
flict in hit ryei. She was younpr, 
M vrtH'bcuonr, so candid now. 
llr wanted to go od ha tins her 
and yet he wanted to take her 
hand* in hit, A surge of un- 
believable tendernru towards 
hrr was replared by a ipasm 
of fury for the Prefeet of Saint 
Rt»vrr. who had laid So heavy 
a burden on those ilim thoul- 
<!crs, 

When he could trust himself 
to apeak, he said in a voice that 
was curio wily huskv: "And are 
vou qni n g on with th is dioj- 
OuVff^dB tomorrow ?" 

She taid quietly, sadlv: "Ycs t 
I mutt. There is no wav out 
now." 

"No mallrr what it costs?" 
"No matter what it cost*/ 1 
He toolt a step towards hrr 
and Mopped. Thrn hr turned 
abruptly and ran up the stairs 
to the bridge. 



Continuing 



The Hero Of Saint Roger 



The "Gay Dolphin" thrust 
hrr sletti through an ominoui 
twilight of rising wind. Michel 
leaned on the rail on the star- 
board tide of the bridge, the 
weather side. The air was 
almost keen and the tine 
iquall had come nearer. 

Though, his thoughti were? 
painfully concentrated on 
GnbrieHe, his mariner's sense 
was subKoiuciously observant 
of every flurry of the wind. 
The first shock had passed, hut 
the heart and the core of tn£ 



matter were not yet revealed 
to him. He did not srr thai 
the forever inacxeaiibie Gabri- 
elle Delage had become in- 
finitely accessible iif the person 
of Gabrtellc Milleau. free and 
untouched daughter of a wine 
grower in the Oironde. 

This new situation wai 
objured by the bitter know- 
ledge that a girl to whom he 
had given faith and respect 
without stint had gone on de- 
ceiving him. When they had 
become friends, shr could luve 
told him and at least he would 
have trird to undentand- But 
she had kept silence all 
through an increasing intimacy 
and it was all very well to say 
now that she was about to 
tell him. How could he be 
surt of that, how cou Id he 
ever trust her again? 

Then hr remembered how 
he had taken off her ring and 
how the removal of Lhat shame- 
ful emblem had changed her 
into the joyous companion that 
shr had become. Hii thoughts 
were confused and groping. 
With all his heart hr wanted 
to see it a* she had seen it, 
to believe that she had been 
tricked into doing what she 
bad done by a conscienceless" 
man and that hrr role had 
become rt'pugnant In her Sup- 
post- he werr to v,\ to her now 
and take her hands in his and 
comfort her in her distress 
and tell her — 

Suddenly he stopped dead 
untj ttarrd out over the rail of 
the starboard wing. The squall 
had nearly pasitrd and out of 
the tail of it. only a mile and 
a half nway, a hig ship loomed 
up on s converging course, 
slapping her way through the 
tossed sea, ihe spray flying 
OVOf her guns. She was a pale 
buctlf.«hip-grey with luperinv 
posed turrets forward ;ind 
raked masts and funnels and 
frost her main gaff, fiat ai a 
board in the stiff wind, streamed 
an almost white flag, colors 
worn by only one navy in the 
world. 

As he watched, calculating 
speeds and distances, she bc« 
gan to alter to a pajrallel 
course and from her super- 



from page 5 

structure a Light blinked in 
bright dots and d&shes, 

"Get me the Aldii lamp 
quick and call the Captain.'* 

First Officer and Thud stood 
together in the starboard wing. 
Michel made a long dash to 
the man-of-war and th* flash- 
ing ceased. There was a pause 
and ihen in slow, careful Morse, 
her message it ax led. 

"To M.V. 'Cay Mohan" 
from H M S. "Cumnor": f urn to 
inform you that, ai the com- 
mand of Her Britannic 
Majesty's Government. I am 
io'ui to fire a ten-gun salute in 
honor of the Late Jacques de 
Robnt, whose remains you carry 
and who died wj gallantly for 
both mi r ca un tries; Vive La 
France: Cod Save the 
Queen . . 



I 



_N Ga bridle's 
cabin, bi:]ow the Lower bridge, 
the woodwork complained in- 
ce&santJy, the unused coat- 
hangrrs set up a rlatter in 
the wardrobe, and the water 
rocked in the jug over hrr 
wash bos in . An occasions I 
sheaf of rain brushrd against 
the shut portholr and diiiolvcd 
into rivulet* that crawled and 
darted down the glass. 

Jules l..i»oui leaned wilh hir> 
back against the door and 
frownrd at Gabriellc, shaking 
his head slowly from side to 
side. 

"Dear me," he taid genilv, 
"this is an unexpected compli- 
cation. It was infernally stupid 
of me to forget that passport. 
And, as for you, it is particu- 
larly unforlunatr that your 
confession, so to speak, was 
anticipated/' 

"He doesn't even believe, 
that 1 was going to tell him,". 

"I will make it r«y buiincu 
to reassure him on that point." 

"Forgive inc. but if he won't 
take my word t ran hardH 
thinl that he'll take your*" 

He said with atifTnefs. "I 
nil, Ul tell him in uw official 
capacity as the Prefect of Snim 
Roger." 

"It was the Prefer;! of Saint 



Roger who started all this, 
I'm lorry to amy this, but he's 
far more likely to believe a 
man called Julei Latour than 
Ihc Prefect." 
He sighed. 

"Yes, I suppose you're right- 
Now think very carefully about 
this. Had you told him the 
story, I accept your assurance 
that he would have respected 
your confidence. But, to pul 
ii brutally, be found out. lie- 
cause of ih.it, do you think 
that then* is a chance thai he 
may consider it right to ex- 
pose us — purely out of a 
sense of duty or for some other 
laudable motive ?" 

"No. 1 don't think there's 
any chance of thai If he had 
even thought of that he would 
have told me," 

"Young men in love ore apt 
to do violent things, Gabriel]*," 

She lifted up a face upon 
which there was still the mark 
a/ irart. 

"Michel is not in love. Hr 
used to like me, I know he 
did, until he found out. Nnw 
a3] lie has for nie is hatred and 
eontenipt." She sniffed. 

"Please lend me your band- 
kerrhirf" Hr pa-iled il lo her 

She used it briefly and gave it 
hack to him. "And he's gui.tr 
right. What I have donr and 
what I am continuing to do is 
contemptible. He had a young 
brother who died in the Resis- 
tance, who really died. And 
so did Bernard's wife . . !" 

"Who is Bernard?" 

"The ship's baker," 

"Ah, yes His croissanta. are 
excellent" Hr paused. "You 
appear to be deeply attached 
to this First Officer of yOuri." 

"He iin*t mine. He's juat 
the "Flnt Officer. And- if by 
the wrjrdu 'deeply aitached* ybu 
mean lhat I am ashamed, heart- 
broken, and lonely because of 
Michel, thrn I am what you 
call 'deeply attached.' But I 
could find other words for it." 

"What wordi?" 

"I lovr Michrl with all my 
heart." 

Well, there it wai. She had 
laid tt out loud, not only lo her- 
self, but to another person anil 
she wai glad. She looked at 
Jules steadily. 



"So now yuu know." 

Hr came from thr door and 
sat down. He cleared his throat, 
lie was obviously about lo make 
otic of hil speeches, hii pro- 
nouncements in which he look 
such pleasure when a sudden 
interruption rame. 

There was the sound of hur- 
ried steps and Gabrielle'* heart 
gave a great jump She stood 
up, her hand to her mouth. 
Knuckles rapped iharply. 
authoritatively, on her door. 

"Come in." 

MicLiel Morel stood there. 
Hit face wan wrt with rain and 
be did not once took at her, 
but only ai Julr* Lataur. He 
spoke with frigid respect. 

<r Forgive me for disturbing 
you. Monsieur |r Prrfet. The 
Captain alki me to present hii 
compliments and to request 
that you and Mademoiselle — 
Pcfrgc will have the goodness 
to join him immediately on the 
bridge." 

*' Join the Captain on the 
bridge. Certainly. VVe will corne 
at once. Is ... is anythi-^ff 
wrong ?" 

"No, Monsieur le Prefrt. 
Nothing at all ji wrong." His 
blue eyes were like ice and his 
mouth a hard, hitter line. "A 
rruisrr of ihr Royal !\ T avy is 
alongside and is about to fire 
a ten-guo talutr in honor of 
Jacqurt de Robot, deceased 
hero of Sainl Roger. Il h the 
Cap tai n 's w jth tha t you , fir. 
should acknowledge this cour- 
tesy offered to us by our nllirs, 
by our Britiah comrades." 

It seemed that Jules Lattmr 
could not havr heard. Then 
he lumrd slowly and looked 
nt Cabrirlle. She had never 
■een *n shocking a change in a 
human face, for aU of a mo- 
ment, hr had bcrtime old and 
grey and strained. When hr 
spoke it was in little more 
than a whisper: "I ... I 
undrnrrand. Corne. OabrleJIc." 

"No. No. I won't come. I 
couldn't." 

Hr lifted hi* head wearily. 

"My niece, Gabriellr. is not 
well , Mon si cu r Morel You 
will yourself understand. The 
Captain will have to excuse 
her Will you please lead the 
way." 



The door dammed and 
Gabrielle wai alone. Not onn 
had Michel looked at her, ntn 
once. She sank down cm her 
bed. For a long time it seemcii 
that jhe was encompassed by r 
vast quietness and then th- 
roat-hangers took up their idiot 
dance in the wardrobe and thr 
sheave* of rain went on toftty 
bnuhing the port-bole, 

A gun spoke at sea. 

Flat and dolorous in (he 
streaming dusk, the report 
amotr brr eardrums like the 
hammer stroke of doom. Gabri- 
elle pn-Mrd h« face into the 
pillow and her fingers into her 



. , , Decent men are saluting 
you. Jaequri de Robot, port 
painter, and drunkard of Saint 
Roger. Can vou bear their 
guru down there where your 
akclton swings in the tide . . . 

. , . May the ruin fall on 
yuu and refresh you. little 
bunches of withered flowers al 
the street cornen of cities., SO 
that you lift your heads and 
bloom airain . . ■ 

. Reverend Mother of the 
Holy Innocents, who taught 
me alwayt to walk in thr wayi 
of truth, what am I doing to 
you now . . . 

. . . Our Father, who art in 
heaven . . . 

. . . And for*nV< us our 
trespasses ai wc forgive them 
that trespass against us . . • 
Forgive me, all the little 
people of France, the unsung, 
the un remembered . the Mole 
ordinary men and women with 
great hearts . . . 

. . . Forgive me, Bernard's 
wife, silent Lady of Mauf- 
hauitrn . . , 

. . . Forgive, Michel's broth rr. 
shot on your seventeenth birth- 
day, younger thnn I am now 

. . . Forgive me, forgive me, 
forgive me . . . 

The luii pofT of smoke 
whipped away from the guns, 
the latf flat report sounded. 
The Prefect of Saint Roger 
Irarird shakily on the rail, his 
Face haggard. As figures 
glimpsed through gauze, he 
saw four Royal Marinci in line 
amidships, men in white hel- 
mets, and be caught a single, 
silvery flash as, like one man, 
they raised their bugles to their . 

To page 40 





Green — Ofn'tt rixdrti 
'Li&htnintt' Zip per for 
jackets and ■ >ir<{n-.;t; ■■ 



Red pock — Lightweight 
'ifghtninff' Zipper far 
dremics and ihrfs. 




W h en 1 fa alii® n de \* t * i j d s on finish 
youU always find 'LIGHTNING* ZIPPER, 
the quality «uarurit<u'd zipper that i& 
reliable, smoi>lh-riinnm^ t s* 1 If- locking. 
Ideal for home sewing . . , in Ihe 
t*HHh identified red or green park . . . 
'IJGHTNDsG' ZIPPERS enme in a full 
size range in 22 tape colours wilh sueh 
easy-lo-foUW dirertion& 

INSIST ON A LIGHTNING 1 ZIPPER IN YOUR FASHION GARMENTS 
-BUY ONLY Pfltkfljed 'LIGHTNING' ZIPPERS FOR YOUR HOME USE" 
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DRESS SENSE 



I A sophisticated 
f *liion in cotton is 
the long, moulded 
-<> dress with a 
; . iilly shaped bodice. 

THE fashion flash above 
answers the reader"* 
;.-«r below. 

Her* is her letter and my 

reply; 

< 'I 1.1) you design me 
ouinclhing new for a col- 
100 (rack? I am tired of 
the wide-skirl style worn 
u«r several petticoats. I 
don't think these is a more 

.. umfonablr fashion in 
• --ally hoi weather. I 
--outd tike the design 
incorporate some 
-inrow pleats." 
Thr sketch at 

itlL shows cotton in 
chtr and sophisti- 

i led mood. 

The dress has ti 
nrw autumn 

me and 
won't wilt 

• hen the 

e m p r r a - 

■i r e soarc. 
•'ou can ob- 
■ain a paper 
I jttero (or 

oe design in 

nil 32in. to 
>8in. bun. 
The I i n e i 

nder the 

ketch will 
; ive you further de- 
I nit and cell you 

m to order. 

AM being 
married in -April 
' i this year and 
-..-ould like ) ott 
. Ivice about my wedding 
iiw'll. 1 am {.ill and dark 
nd have decided on magnolia 
llin. Would you suggest 
itnethiite really nice for thr 
vie, something In tit in with 
:r nrw autumn fashion?" 
A traditional long-sleeved 
aim bridal gown could be 
'I'cn the new elongated body 
i ne (new for autumn) by a 
!l,,p hip drape of self 
lateral Have the bodice high 
i the neckJine and finished 
'li ,i small turnover collar 
■•tening from neck to waist 
t the back. Have the skirt 
ne moderately wide, sweep- 
ing into a small ftthtail train. 

J 11 \\ I recently left a 
country town to live in 
Sydney and notice (bat num- 
bers of rity girls wear beach 




DSI24. — 
One- piece 
in lisen 32in. 
to 38in. bun. 
Require* Si 
yifi. 3fiin. Material anil i 
36in. contrnit. Prie*. 3/6. 
Pallrrnt ma; hp tthtnlned 
from Mrt- Retty Keep* Dremt 
Seme, Box 4080, GJP.O., 
Sydney . 

(rocks to work. \- this cor- 
rect? It it is, I would likr to 
mair such a frock in some 
pink-and-whitr striped cot- 
ton I was given as a present. 
Would you give me your ad- 
vice?" 

A citified sundress, meaning 
one with a matching jacket, is 



good fashion 10 wear during 
Svdney's humid weather. 
Furthermore, this type of en- 
it'Mhle tiiu no added advan- 
tage became it can be con- 
verted from day to night by 
the rcmnval of the jacket. For 
your pink-and-wliite striped 
cotton 1 suggest thtr following 

A dreift styled with .1 
taintaolc bodke top. skirl 
wide or narrow, depending on 
your h gu it. Wear th e drew 
with a pleated rurrj- 
merbund mndp in pink 
rotton to match the 
stripe in the materi.1.. 
Have the jacket w.xht- 
leugth and finished with 
tiny sleeves and & round 
cellar. 

"J WANT same typr ui 
outfit which would 
be carpforlable for tra\ ■ 
elling long distance, in 
a car, but not a frock. 
I am quite slim and 
just over 20 years of 
age. The outfit is for 
cool weather, and woalrf 
ynu mind suggesting 
color and rnateriat for 
same? 1 want some- 
thing ttnart looting a> 
well as comfortable." 

The middy line will 
hnmu again for the 
romine season, and I 
don't think yon would find 
anything more relaxed and 
comfortable for car travel. 
Pair the ovrrbloutr with a 
muderately slim skirt. Color 
and material suggctELun : 
Geranium-red jersey for over- 
bluuie and charcoal tweed for 
ilcirt. 

"|-J^S the basic frock in 
black crepr gone out of 
factual)? Once such a frock 
was featured with aceeswirir^ 
to change its appearance" 

The basic dress i* still a very 
popular fashion idea, particu- 
larly in America. A slnre in 
Los Angeles recently demon- 
strated a black crepe basic, 
strapless sheath-drew worn 
nun ways. Accompanying, the 
dress werfr wide, gathered 
3 n a p - on shoulder - straps, 
narrow, ^elf-material hahei- 
*trap, a wide stole, and hip 
tic, and a choice of five styles 
of jackets. 



1" UIIIUIMIllUlltlltlllUllMltMlkllllllll.LllllLIIUkllMtlllLIMllinilll 



Beauty in 
Brief . . 



CHECK YOUR TEETH 



By CAK4H.Y,\ HARLh 



• Everyone knows that it takes fewer muscles to 
smile thon to frown ond that if you con display white 
teeth ond heafthy gums it adds enormously to the 
appeal of the smite itself. 



JF you can get into the habit of drvnt- 
mg a minute to brushing your teeth 
after each meal, it will go a Inns; way to- 
wards promoting that fresh, bright smile 

For once regular professional dental 
work it attended to, the rrsi „ up to you. 

A beauty trick to brighten your teeth 
and invigorate the gums that it worth a 
trial (unless your dentist discourages it) 
if to brush the teeth at least onre a das' 



with a mixture of ordinary wit and soda. 

Thr mixture, made up nf /iqual pan« 
of common table sail and ordinary halting- 
Mda, is best used last thing, ai night ;>u'' 
in .iridiiion to your usual toothpaste or 
powder. 

After you've brushed your teeth, dip a 
soft, damp rlnth into the mixture and 
mamage your gums as well. You will 



olid- lh.it they frel refreshed afterward*, i 
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0eAta& NEW YEAR 

STOCKING RESOLUTIONS 



To be adventurous! 

To try the new ttesta pastel stocking. 
Not to expect die same safe beige lu loot 
grxid with everything from my new as* 
cado sandals to my tawny poplin skin. 



To look really q roomed! 

Tu try drttsing from head tu toe in 
tunings of one colour — this year's 
fashion darling — Pink. Fink Lilac linen 
dress, pink kid sandals, and "Cameo," 
f-iesta's 12 denier pink nylons. Or ta 
try vublle Mendings— usy golden chiffon 
cocktail dress with the sunny glow of 
Fiesta's "Moonbeam." 




To be hind to Jane! 

To tell her that if she buys Fiesta nylons 
-In won't gel ankle vrrinkles anil twisty 
si-ams. They fit perfcedy, all the way up. 

To own more trackings! 

To have enough stocking weights and 
colours 10 meet all occasions. To own 
more 30 denier Fiistas. So that I'm nut 
ivcnriog 1 2 or 15 denfers when I'm out 
shopping witli the children (a practice 
that looks foolish and is ruinous on the 
budget). So that I have a pair n[ elegant 
1 5 deniers unscathed for the dressier 
look 1 need in town. So that my hcoooo- 
tifw' 12 deniers — Standards and Pastels 
— are reserved for evenings, and the 
clothes they an- Iwught to complement. 



To be kind to my nylons! 

To carry out the slocking cure I know 
but disregard. To wash my Fiestas be- 
tween every wear. tSul to own one pait 
at t, time and wear tliem into the 
ground . To check my nails l»e/ore I 
start lu pui niy stockings on — not to 
find they're rough after I re made thai 
fatal snag, Alivays to put the suspender 
in the wdl, never below it. 
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To buy Ficstal 

Only Fiesta I To ask for and insist on 
Fiesta because I know that a Fiesta 
stocking sviili my size on the bos — 9j 
— will always be my correct sire. Fiestas 
arc knitted under atmospherically con- 
trolled Con diti o n ! to ensure that each 
tiny stitch is even ami consistent. That's 
why yon always find l irstas so comfort- 
able. Ami — boon to an aceidrnl-proiie 
svontan like me — FIESTAS ARF 
SNAGPHOQFF.D! 



NYLONS 



A PRODUCT OF BONDS 
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REPLACE BUTTONS WITH 

Brippers o N THE 

CLOTHES POU WEJlfl 

use Grippers 

THE CLOTHES TOU MAKE 

"Gripperi" arii Hie e*sy-«rorkin.-| 
unoaHt 1 -itk' rie r \ tha 1 odd con 
vpmpflc-E ■ & practically e»*i;<f yf hing 
you **tr Wrwn buying BMhnrB> 
pyj«rn«». denim,, chrlds-i-n'i play 
tog*, crawlon, vnappy pante*t «nd 
ram mc*t too, maW- it a point to 
looi 'or "&ripper" Fa»ft»neri.. For 

home saning buy a " Grippcr" card 
and and button botfiar forever 




"GftlPPEftV ark- m*p*uT*»ctuiwJ undei* 
lic-nn. by CARR FASTENER Company 

of Australia Ll milted 
Au.tra.ta* Wit "J D ' Prodm « : Victoria 

ilf JFJfUfLI HOW UJfl h. 

.orrt-oor) waimoiriis tH <u ^'*rr-. 
Pojo 40 



Continuing . . . • 

lips. High over the noise of 
the wind and tea aunt: the eight 
notes of the "SliJl" in rising 
i admcr and then, clear and 
agonising, the drawn-out iiielsin- 
rholy call of "Sunicl." Slowly, 
inr h by i nch, ai thou tjh ttr* 
lurtant to nd, the White 

Ensign came 10 half-mast and 
Hopped 

From the Frenchman's tXrtn 
the tricolor dipped in reply. 

Michel Morel stood riflidly 
at attention- He knew with 
thamc and with a dcitre (or in- 
credulity that he was taking 
part in an event unparalleled 
in History. There btiorr him, 
in hi* clear sight, sailed a man- 
af-war of the Royal Naw, her 
colors at half- man, her Cap- 
tain and Senior officer! at the 
salute, her buglers. wundinp 
"Farewell " 

Tn rrwell to whom or to 
what ? To an oblong, empty 
box in the hold? Surely it was 
lOmcihinp; more than that. 
f'ould it not be that this proud 
BritUh ihip. wtihout knowinu 
it, writ tounding farewell 10 hi* 
brother, to Bernard's wifr, to 
every man, woman, and child 
Who had given their muscles, 
rhrir heart), and their livtt to 
the fight? 

The hut high "C" of the 
call died , - There WU a 
pause, filled with thr rddying 
of the wind. Two brisk no In 
funded The White Ensign 
climbed tteadilv back to it? 
pafT. spread itself to the gutts. 
The croiier, sprav drenched, 
set eoune for bale. Brforr 
■he w.i lost to light in the 
enveloping mist, she had re- 
ceived on** last mcwage: 

"M.V. 'Guy Dolphin' to 
HM S, 'Cumnor': Thank von 
siod niiibt, and bon vovaKe." 

Jacques de Robot Imy on hii 
bed in the duik. He wb! try- 
ing to divrrt bis thoughts from 
the channels in which they had 
bi'K'in to Bow vrilh cver-in- 
crcaaing force during the hour, 
nf darkness. He had come to 
the trrriblf brlirf that the 
wall, of hit cell were no longer 
fixed- 
Over the day, hr hud knftw-n 
jubilation and despair. When 
the Covernor had come into his 
cell and told him that hr wai 
tu ai.i.umpany him. hr had be- 
lirved for a delirious moment 
that thii wai the hour of his 
relrale Bui they had not gone 
far Only into the pritcm yard 
with in lattice of ban over his 
head, nteahinjc the sunshine. 
And when, after what termed 
only a minute or two io that 
weedy desolation, the Governor 
had Ird him silently back to 
rhr twilight of the none cor- 
ridor and ihut nod locked ihr 
door of his cell behind him. 
Tnenurs dr Robot longed to die. 

He had loat all ,ense of time. 
All he knew wai that ninlit 
followed night and that with 
the going dnwn of the sun, the 
clean, ereain-painted walls of 
his cell uiumrd their fearful 
power of movement and were 
closing in on him hour by 
hour and inch by inch. Dawn, 
thank Rod. halted their inex- 
orable progreai, but each d»y 
the space within which he had 
to move and breathe bad be. 
pome Jeai 

Soon the walls would come 
toirethcr, cruahing his body in 
.in obscene sandwich . . . and 
yet beyond uVir slow-creeping 
confines of his lomb, the wind 
roved in (rredrmi Civet the shtn- 
init breast of the sea. tie waves 
that had rippled for a thousand 
leaguel curled over at last 
ind dissolved and flowrd up tbr 
long bearhrt of Saint Matador; 
Ihe nalms tossed their feathers 
to a wide iky; the men and 
girls walked the pavements of 
the town at will, going in and 
nut of Ihr lit ca'«, making 
their wav in freedom to the 
1 .r kiwis of the plantation i 
They could go from one rtid 

prmtKt by conprsas prtmtnr 

: iid lot th« Buhllsruir. Con- 

OltdStHl P"Si Ltitiltetl itw-in 
CaalKrraih fttrret, *.«•>• • 



The Hero Of Saint Roger 
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of the land to the uther with 
nothing to Hup" tht'iri but the 
MUifl BVOliMtinj fringe of 
foam, careless that one of their 
own kind awaited a death v 
slow, so paiiionkJs, and so 
terrify ing. 

The netting inn rriu-crourd 
the far wall of hi> cell with 
shadows of charcoal 

Jatquct de Robot heard the 
iron prillf. clang ot the end 
of the corridor. He heard the 
lound of the brisk atepi that 
he had come to know. They 
stopped outside his door. The 
kev rattled in the Jock and be 
itarted up. The President of 
Saint Matador stepped into hii 
cell, rubbing his hands. 

"Good rveninit. Monsieur dr 
Robot." 

Jacques dt Robot looked at 
him piteoualy. 

"Excellency, are you or arc 
you not a man of your ward?" 

"From anybody other than 
you 1 would resent such a ques- 
tion. Bui I iidiini ihat you have 
been sorely tried, Continue." 

"Did you or il'd you not aay 
what seems like a renfury ago 
that j would be released in t*D 
days 1 lime?" 

"1 did I added, you will re- 
member, the condition, 'wind 
and wraiher permitting' ?" He 
paused, "My friend, I am over- 
joyed to tell you thai wind 
and weather hnve permitted. 
You shall leave here before 
dawn." 



•Jacques de 

ROBOT stood riscid, his mouth 
airapr. When he found breath 
to speak, hii voire wai an in- 
credulous whisper. 

"I am to lea vp here tomorrow 
— ■ before dawn/' 

"Yes." The President eon- 
suited hii watch. "You will 
leave here in a matter of some 
eight and a hnlf houri — never 
to return," 

Eight and a half hours! Five 
hundred and ten minutes more 
in this painted dun^ron with 
the w.ilU advancing and the 
ceilmK descending imper- 
ceptibly but surrly with each 
deadly tick of the dork. It 
wn* the lot of man to be the 
victim of man. But the fate 
meted out to those forgotten 
hy God was |p aufTer from the 
malice of the inanimate. 
Jacques de Robot fell on his 
Knees. Hr rlawed at thr Presi- 
dent's ankles, his mouth gab- 
bling. 

"Excellency, of your charity. 
T brjeerh you to let mr go now, 
before the dark of thr night. 
My my rehabilitation is 

complete and I desire nothing 
other than to be nhb- to Inok 
up and tee thr 1 slcy over mv 
hrarl and to jump upwards. 
! want to run from one i*nd 
of a held to the orhrr and back 
ncriiin with nothing to stop me 
oi to hold me. How can you 
know that mv cell t% shrinlbing. 
but I swear to voo that It be. 
comes smnlter with every pass* 
in* minute. On mv knees t 
ask you to let me le.ive now, 
immediately 

Thr President djiengagrd 
his anklet and patted Jacques 
de Robot soothingly on the 
shoulder, 

"Come, come, my dear fel- 
low, we must control ourselves 
and not give way like this 
Your theory about architec- 
tural shrinkage, by the way. is 
wholly false. The prison was 
entrrmely imundly fonitructed 
by the Spaniards and has stood 
the lest of time- Walls and 
ctitinjr remain in the exact 
ratio in which they wrrr built 
three hundred years ago — and 
you must remain within them 
for a few more hours. M He 
giggled. 

"It il little enough time in 
all ronsrirnce — and I can 
confidently undertake to pro- 
vide you with such readina mai- 
ler that you will cornpletrlv 



forget your sick fancies abuut 
descendant ceilings and — «r 
— self-closing wails." He leaned 
forward. He said slowly *mj 
distinctly, "At this moment, 
Monsieur de Roboi, you are 
one erf the most famous rntin 
in the world." 

Normally ai about this time 
Xaiier the negro began to act 
up hii dolorous tfirgr. But to- 
night he was silent, strangely 
and ominously silent- 

"What do you mean?" 

"I mean cxactiy what I say, 
The name Jacques de Rockji" 

resounds throughout four ■ 

tinents. Pictures ascribed io 
your brush fetch grotesque 
prices, poems attributed to 
your pen are read to rapt audi- 
ences. The time has now come 
for you to consider your 
futurr > ii.-id financisd and emo- 
tional," He unfolded a copy of 
"Figaro." "FeaM your eye* on 
that, my friend," 

Jacques dr Robot took the 
fortiujE[ht-old newspaper with 
shaking fingers- On ihr front 
pagr there was a large photo- 
graph of a girl walking alone 
along the quay of the Seine. 
She walked in sunshine, half 
sm ilin B. S he was a s f rrsh as 
a handful or spring water. He 
put down the paper. 

"I don't undrntsnd. Who 
Is thii>' 

"Her name is Gabrielle and 
you, Jacques, have rngendered 
so deathless a love U) her 
breast thai she has announced 
to all the world thai she is 
your betrothed. You will meet 
her soon offer dawrt tomorrow, 
for thr has crossed the sea to 
enter your armsi" 

Jacques dr Robot ran his 
fingrn through his hair. 

"Excellency, 1 ask you for 
Gocfi Sflkr. to make things clear 
to me." 

The Prrsident unbuttoned his 
waistcoat, for the ni«ht wai 
lultry. He began unctuously: 
"There are a great many dis- 
honest peoplr in the world, 
liars, and schemers. Foremost, 
amongst thrm is Jules Latour, 
Prefect of your late habitat, the 
island of Saint Roger. Now you 
will remember that a terrible 
hurricane struck that delectable 

paradise some six months ago 
it 

When the Prrsidrnt tt O P ppJ 
speaking at IcnEcth, there was 
a long pause, then Jacques 
de Robot said in a whisprr: 
*'I don't believe you," 

I am the first to admit that 
the depravity of Jules Latour is 
beyond the comprehension of 
decent people," said the Presi- 
dent with an air of rertitudr, 
"but, nevertheless, what I tell 
you is true, To prove it, 1 
propose t o \ rave wi th you a 
number of newspapers — both 
English and French — which 
deal somewhat sketrhilv with 
your heroic death and concen- 
trate their adjectives to describe 
thr beauty, wit, and charm of 
the bereaved Cabriellr I shall 
also leave willi yuu this portable 
wirelrss let. The programmes 
devoted to your home^orning 
iIt.h:!,! he moRt affecting. And 
now I expect vou would like 
a little time alone in which 
10 adjust your mind io the role 
ih.ii you will be called upon 
to play <o morrow " 

"But ... but what role am 
I to play tomorrow?" 

"The greatest rolr a man 
can be called upon to play You 
have simply got to be yourself. 
I shall call for you here an hour 
before dawn. A motor brunch 
is waiting and U-iirlhri we will 
asrivf in Saint Roger in 
triumph. The fools have in- 
vited vou." 

"How ran they have invitrd 
me if thry believe me to be 
dead ?" 

"They have invited me — and 
'erne other delegate." You are 
the one other dcleg-it^ What 
could br simplrr? V<rU rrveal 
your true identity at Iht grave* 
side — and take tin: rrd-hnired 
fiabrielle into your arms. Your 
funeral march will all of a 
moment change itt tempo intn 



that of a love song. You are 
the luost fortunate of men. At 
a stroke you achieve fame, 
wealth, and a beautiful girl 
who has already dedicated hrr* 
Self to you." 

He -.uhmI up and held out 
his hand "1 will now say 
youd-njght to you — for the 
lut time within theae sordid 
walls." 

Jacques dr Robot look hi* 
hand. IL was soft and cold 
Its touch made him ihiver. 
The President walked to the 
door. He turned around 

"By the way. it is only foil 
to mention that there is an 
a I lr ma tive should you be so 
churlish as to refuse Saini 
Roger's kindly invitation." 

"An alternaiive ?" 

"Yes. But it is one that would 
cause me thr greatest personal 
distress to have to impose. Let 
us not talk about it" Hr 
wrinkled hii nose in disLaste 
and then smiled. 

"Will you not tell me what 
the alternative is?" 

t- T wciirld prefer not even to 
contemplate it — but if vou 
insist . . Monsieur de Robot, 
vuu had an hour's exercise 
this afternoon in the prison 
yard. Do you know the use to 
which that yard used to br 
pul in 1cm civilised days?" 

"No." 

'Tut. tut. You arc very un- 
observant. Did vou not notice 
a heavy beam of oak set diag- 
onally across the north and 
west walls, a horizontal beam 
.ili- i ; i nine feel from the 
ground 

'Ten. I noticed it. But—" 
u You arr quite right It 
was from that self-same beam 
that the Spaniards used to sus- 
pend those who incurred their 
displeasure- It is a long time 
since that oak h>ss borne thr 
weight of a human acorn, but 
it is still sound. Monsieur dr 
Robot, How heavy are you? 
Seventy kilos, seventy-five ? It 
doesn't matter. It is an aco- 
demi c speculation. We are 
sensible people, you and I. And 
now I return to my Palace, 
my Invrlras Palace Good-nrght 
to you, p*j^t F painter, and berO 
of Saint Roger. Your greatest 
hour is ailmoit upon you " 



The rain Caime to the island 
of Saint Roger in the dusk 
of that day , and the peoplr, 
already gathering in the hun- 
dreds by the. route of thr 
funeral, looked with misghnng 
at the darkening sky. By nine 
o'clock the early showed had 
merged into each other to be- 
mmr* a downpour and the 
order forbidding thr carrying of 
umbrellas was cancelled by 
loud-speaker van. Up on ihr 
hillside the gravr-diggcrs 
leaned on their spades while 
puddles formed and slowly 
spread into pools at the bot- 
tom of the gaping hole lha> 
was io receive the coffin o' 
Jacques de Robot 

By ten o'clock a tarpaulin 
sheet was stretched over the 
grave and on thil the rain 
t-chord holluwly with thr aourid 
of muted drums. The horiri. 
gleaming with black pigment 
fidgeted restlessly in their 
stable, stamping and whinnying 
to the grumble of distant thun- 
der and, as the chimes of mid- 
nigh i sounded ove r the roofs 
of the town, the people began 
to reium to their homes. 

father Pierre iadly p*ddt<- 
his wny through the strce.tj 
his boots squelching Once oi 
twice he stopped to remon- 
strate with home-going mourn- 
ers, but thr stream of those 
■eeking shrlirr had now be- 
come a torrent and his waj tht 
only umbrella bobbing in the 
direction of thr"polej with thi tr 
limp, saturated banners. Out- 
side Police Headquarters, he 
gazed sorrowfully at the dark 
and terming sky and thoolt his 
head. If the Almighty had had 
a proper sense of direction br 
would have srnt his rainclouds 

To page 41 



Jusl remember, that a 
shower or bath is not much 
protect uiii a£uinat a Tew 
Imurs' cltse. eonlncl in u 
healed thcalre. 
Everybody perspire*, souk 
more dian others. 
ktnthby, il * natural Unfnr- 
liuialcly. when perspiration 
comes in contact with air. a 
baclcrinl change tnkes place, 
which becomes unpleasant. 

Plcasnnl - tasting Chloro - 
PH1LLIBS slup perspira- 
tion odours before ihty 
Hart, and a special mstom- 
acting ingredient helps give 
yosi a sweet and wholesome 
breath, 

Be Hiiwcr-frcsh in breath 
nnd body. Eat Chloro - 
PHILLIES dcxrdorunt tab- 
lets daily . . . two for 
body and sine for >^tl 
breaUi. It's the 
safe wny in 
ensure that 

you're nice ( * 111 1 
to be near." I /' 




Tlie original 

You don't have to put up with 
The chafing and cmbaitassmcnt or 
olu-fufthionctl unitary methods, 
iLmfiav ihe modem inltrruil 
unitary prolrciion was Invented 
by a physician and it di^es away 
*lth bulky bells, pins and pads. 
With Tampaa therc'i no odour 
— kkiait disposal* iis easy, 
Tamnax Ls made of highly 
absorbent cotton compressed 
into twill tim+ UM applicator*. 
Vim nu-t i; la yauntij ut ' try 
Tarn par 

CUT OUT 

COUrOH 
4- _ 

World At' 1 ''.- it - Pi}. Lid . 
Bos i725. G.P.O.. Sjdncy 
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I »ould lite a vimple vt retUtar/ 
Jlrpcr T«mp.u. 

iPlnase mark arrurtxnc) » 
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Make Baby's Hair 
CROW CURLY 

4 Weeks Treatment 
3 6 ivsivwHiat 

Curlvpcf 
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The Hero Of Saint Roger 



'.ert. to Saint Matador, for 

CJUl ir pit . . . 

t t train Georges was alone 
m h office. He stood up with 
the priest cAiue in 
LJ .J seiped hum off with hit 
vrrt loavk. 

"I was just thinking about 
vmj Father." 

mk of the Devil," said 
t ; Pierre, "and you smell 
ir." [[--■ heaved a gTeat 
ii. : "All this is a great diup- 
( . vat to me, I can Cell 
I yc I had hoped for bo much 
| Iroi Tomorrow — and now 
I ttu 1< there any chance, do 
think, that the. wea thcr 
I vi : . i" Lear in time?" 

I doubt it, Father. The 
I guui it still falling" 

Because » many of the 
I people here arc ignorant and 
K , rititious. t feci that they 
J regard the rain ai a direct 
of God 1 * displeasure." He 
\ d his fingers through hi* 

hi- "But what havr wr done 
to liiplcasc him? Surelv we 
ha only wilhed to do Him 
bmror by honoring onr He 
buJc in Hi* image." 

: plain Georgei go* up and 
w> Iked to the window He 
tl I with his batik to the 

iir st- 

Yes»" he said. ,r Yei" 

But the ceremony will con- 

i- ut planned, won't it ?" 

Father Pierre with almost 
.' lit: eitgrrnrss. "You won't 
.1 few drop* of rain spoil 
ih- greatest day in our island's 

h. i ory," 

1'hr greatest dayt God for- 
giv* me. 

('be window wai open and 
ir i the sound of the raid came 
in thci sound as a negro out- 
lid suddenly possessed, 
pi-vked the wet, discordant 
in rtgi of hii guitar and 
lh ffled hii feet and twistrd 
hi body and began to chant 
ii urmw and in joy. 

i, Jacques dr Robot is com- 
boine, 
ll me, home . . . 
Tr> oar beautiful island, which 

clad and not sad! 
H ronirs back to Saint Reiser 
n siory 

\ I all the world known hii 

ion-. 

!! ; story, hi* ftory . . . 
V n. women, and children 

-verywhere will applaud 
A d save thank* to thr Lord, 
1 - Lord, the Lord . . ." 

With sudden fury. Captain 

i . otk« tfammtd the window, 
it ting (Hit the sound 
Wrmand " 

Who wm Anmand? So many 

yritt had passed since anyone 

h J dared to call Captafn 
orges, Ghirf of Pol ire and 

• ime Prefect of Saint Roger, 
hii christian namr that he 

i \rd the familiar, tinfamilifsr 

i jnd with iiirprisf 
"You bring mr had io the 
rtfTf, Kathrr. I had almost 

I irulten that 1 had any name 

oner than Captain Georges.* 1 
"It is high time that you 

n nembererj. I have seen for 

) Long time that you are in 
deepest diitrr-ss Will you 

rjirt lei me sharr your burden?" 
"If only I could Rut it would 
: be ■harinxv It would he 

irmsferrrag the whole burden 

U you." 
The pnest laughed- He wood 
, bared his muscular arm, and 
ut down and graspetl one 

I .' oi an oak rhair with hii 
gr. hand Very Jowly he 
■rd ( hr rhair off the floor 
A held it out at arm's length, 
iverinir Even more slowly, 
lowered it to thr floor 
"I speak with modesty — but 

I was once the strongest man 
Haute Savoie. I have CaT- 

r.^d a cuk of wine on these 
widen Compared with a 
ik of wine, your sins would 

■ a featherweight." 
'But . . . but thu ii a thing 

I nui*t irll you. Otherwise, how 

willingly 1 would go to you at 

V ur church and confess 
all 

"You talk like a heathen," 



from page 40 

said Father Pierre, "and you 
display nn invincible ignorance 
nf Mother Church You don't 
trll inr. Father Pierre. You irll 
God, and f, Father Pierre, hnv 
pen to overhear Let un be done 
with this iion&erur. Cumr, we 
will go at once to the church.'' 



Captain Georges tiptoed out 
of the church, ihutting the door 
IO quirlly behind him that 
there was no sound. Father 
Pierre wan alone; alone in hii 
confessional box, alone in hii 
church; alone in the world. 

Hr sat absolutely motionless, 
gazing with uniceing rye« nt 
ihr grille through which hr 
had heard, in the halting, 
xhunier] lentencei of the true 
penitent, the story of how he 
hnd been deceived. Now thai 
the dreadful tale was told, he 
r'-mrmbr-rrd many things which 
had seemed at the time to be 
without significance, the lud- 
den silencei which had fallen 
on the Chamber when hr came 
in. the way in which Captain 
Georges bad avoided bis eye, 
the soft, knowing unilr on the 
fare of the night-dub pro- 
prietor . . . 

Oner upon a time he had 
been the itrongcit man in 
Haute Savaie The muirlci in 
hii fore*rrn3 flexed tind bulged 
and his tinceri clenched. He 
could go now to where that 
man was and kick open the 
door, and stride between the 
dancen and pick that man up 
in hia hands and Hold him above 
hi« head and throw him 
struggling arming the ihaineleiL 
i mwd he nnployed and then 
pick him up ana in dnrl cast 
him down until every bone in. 
his body was broken 

His fury p.s.wJ. hnrinj him 
limp and sweating. He got up 
ilowJy and upened the door a( 
ihr box. He itood swaying, 
looking at the altar with its 
tall, unlit candles, pale sen- 
tinels that were illuminated by 
the steady red flame that 
burned forever in the lamp over 
the sanrtuary. But the red 
flame was not iteady. It dis- 
solved and rwam and berame 
two flames, sem through the 
tear* that rilled his blue eyes 
and ran down bis cheeks. Like 
an old man, he began to walk 
toward* the altar, leaning on 
each pew wi th trembl ing fin- 
gers. When he reached the 
rail he sank to his kneei and 
buried hii wet face in hii 
hands 

His duty wn clear The seal 
of the confessional was abso- 
lute and he would have to go 
on and piny hii pari in to- 
morrow'* ceremony »J if Cap- 
tain Georges had ne:ver ipoken. 

The nails of Father Picrres 
bngcri bit into thr skin of his 
forehead He had been tricked 
by those whom he lind trusted, 
tricked ai easily as a country 
loui at a fair. Hud hr not 
been luch a credulous fool, 
eager to believr H he would have 
noticed many things and pon- 
dered them But ii had never 
entered hts mind that Jules 
Latour could do such a mortal 
injury to one who had nlwayi 
been hii comrade. How they 
must have laughed at him be- 
hind his bark, the members of 
thr Chamber. How they must 
have grinned secretly when hp 
bent his bead and prayed at 
the beginning of each meeting, 
saying out loud, "May Cod 
guidr our counsels, 1 ' and paus- 
ing to hear their murmured 
".Amen." He hnd been the vic- 
tim of Han and hypocrites and 
his hear) was as heavy as hit 
human pride was hurl 

Very ilowly he raised ht* 
head, clasping hii hands With 
ryri that weir still wet, hr 
looked upon the Crucifix After 
a long tune hr began to whis- 
per: 

"You, too, were betrayed by 
your frier di. You were tingled 



out by judas with a kiss, and 
Peter, whom You loved, denied 
You- How infinitely greater 
Your pain than mine and hew 
much more gentle Your beat' 
ing. You nevtr wanted to 
break the hones of those who 
mocked You. You had under- 
itanding and compassion, and 
I, who am Your srfvant I am 
betraving You by my rage, my 
bittcmeu, and my pride. Help 
me to do now as You would 
have done. You know it ii 
my duty to behave tomorrow 
as if 1 knew nothing of what 
I, a man, cannot forget. Give 
me strength to be n priest first 
and'^ man aftrrwards. Guide 
me tomorrow is Your ways 
and make me truly rejoice that 
it ill given to me to bear this 
paxrok of pain in Your name. 
In nomine Fatris et Filii et 
Spiritus Sancti." 

Father Pierre rose from hii 
knees. Hii face was sert-ne 
and his step almost gav as hr 
left the church, locking the 
door behind him The wind 
had dropped and the do wn- 
PjMsf had become ft steady, 
drenehing drualt*. He strnde 
through the main ilreet, his 
cloak Rapping Just ai he 
reached the door of the 
Shark's Tooth lie stopped- The 
curtains were iiirtdenly 
wrenched bar.k and thr night- 
club proprietor came hunting 
out. hustling a drunken reveller 
towards the Street. Perhaps it 
was an accident, but somrhnv. 
Father Pierre's huge booi slid 
between his ankles and he spun 
around and staggered and fell 




"And ju*l seftoJ hioa*« you 
think /'m drtitti:?" 



backward* and mcrtrufed hii 
length in the gurgling gutter. 

"Te Deum laudamui," muL- 
tered Father Pierre as he helped 
him to his feet and brushed thr 
mud off his dinner jacket. "My 
friend, 1 hope you are not hurL 
The condition of them- pave- 
ments is a positive disgrace." 

In the Captain's cabin of 
the "Gav Dolphin" therr was 
champagne as Jules Latour had 
promised Normally on thr hut 
night of th<- voyage this tradi- 
tional party was apt to take 
hold and become hilarious and 
to spread its gay infection 
through the ship 

But tonight there w*j « 
reeling of aolrmnity truu no 
corkscrew could dispel. Thr 
presence of a coffin in the hold, 
studiously ignored, during the 
whole voyage, could be ignored 
no lunger, although not a soul 
on board spoke of it. Hie guns 
uf H.M.S. "Gumnur* 1 had 
brought the fact of its eiciitence 
thurplv into (hop 1 ! minds and 
they went around their work 
in silent preoccupntion with 
their own thought!, 

Gabrieile didn't want to see 
anybody, but ahr knew she 
would have to go It would 
be a grave discourtesy if she 
wrre fn refuse the Captain's in- 
vitation. Julrs Laiour did not 
appear for dinner and she wal 
glad to be alone. When she 
had finished she went to his 
cabin. She knew instinctively 
that fltrfr rnlrj had changed 



and that it was he who would 
now be sustained by her 
strength She was shocked by 
the changed appearance of this 
once tiebormir man. Every 
ounce of self-confidence seemed 
to have been drained from hit 
face and he looked old and 
curiously shrunken. Hr looked 
up as jhr rarue in and she ftaw 
that there was guilt in his 
eyct. 

She said reproachlully: "I 
had to dine alone" 

"Yea, 1 ... I must apolo- 
gist- But I didn't feel as if I 
could face , - - anybody to- 
night." He looked away from 
her. He said in a low voice, 
"Gabrielle, did you hear thoie 
guni ?" 

"Yes:" ihr laid sicadiiv, "I 
heard them . I have a I ways 
liked the English. I like them 
even more now. Uncle Julrs, 
we are invited by the Captain, 
and we must go." 

"Please go alone." 

"No. You must come with 
me. We needn't itay long." 

"I suppotr you are right," 
he said with great weariness. 
"If you leave me I'll be ready 
in five minutes." She turned 
to the door, 

"Gabrielle." 

"Yes, Unrle Jules " 

He swallowed. 

"I have done you a great 
wrung, you a young girl." 
She smiled sadly. 

"We'll talk about that some 
OtntX lime. And I will come 
back for you in five minuies 
Remember that thcrci ch*m* 
pagnr " 

"Yes, of course. Chaui- 
pagiip. What was it you raid 
a couple of' hours ago? But 
that was before the guns. Do 
you remember saying that 
before the guns fired V s 

"I remember. A lot of 
thing* have happened to both 
of us since then Hut neither 
of us can Irt go now/' 

"No. That is the terrible 
thing. We can't let go." 

Together they went to the 
Captain'* cabin. The Second 
Officer and thr Chief Engineer 
were there and a fresh bottle 
of champagne was opened on 
their arrival. Conversation was 
in spurts, with long, difficult 
silences in between,. Gabrielle 
kepi glancing at the door, 
pitcouiiy hoping that Michel 
would come. The "Gay Dol- 
phin"' was rolling heavily, and 
behind the curtain ihe could 
bear showers of rain beating on 
the punrmlr., He must be an thr 
bridge, looking into thr dark- 
ness, drenched to the skin 
Weil, that was al least one 
thing that she could share wiih 
him. She, too. would go out 
into the wearhrr and gfrt wet 
even though he would never 
know. She stood up. She 
looked at Jules Latour. imiling. 

'"Uncle Julea, Tve a long 
day tomorrow, and I think 
you need some re»t." She 
ihunk hands with the Captain 
and thanked him. 

"I think you are a very hravr 
girl, mademoiselle," he said. 

"Oh, no. I'm not. I'm a 
tired one. Good-night, and 
thank you again." 

She saw Jules Laiour to hi* 
cabin. She wsj calm and re- 
assuring as he responded to her 
with almost pathetic gralitudi 

**And you. child, are you 
going to bed. too?" 

She shook her head. 

"No. Fm going out," 

"Bui you'll get wet." 

"I want tn grt wet." She 
kissed him lightly on the fore- 
head. "Don't worry about mc. 

To page 42 
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Continuing 



The Hero Of Saint Roger 



but go to deep. Everything'* 
going to be All right." 

"But you'll come in toon, 
won't you V* 

"Vet. I will, I promise." 

"Tap c*n my door so that 
I'll know you're back. I don't 
think 1 can sleep until I know 
you're buck." 

M Very well. Pll tap on your 
door. Good-nigfat_ H " 

She walked to her cabin and 
put on a tweed skirt and a 
scarf over her head. She came 
nut on deck. She knew where 
she wanted to he and she went 
there, stepping confidently in 
the dnr kness br£ au se by now 
she knew the ihip hi well. There 
wai a light in Bernard » galley 
and ihe tiptoed the door 

and down the iieep juirs to 
the r : '- r . : - . k She leaned on 
the rail and listened to the 
< burning oi the propellers 
hrlow while the wind breathed 
welly on her face, leaving the 
taste of lalt on her lip*. It 



wai to Lhii place thai she had 
come the first night she had 
been at sea. It wai here that 
*hc had first met Michel, and 
it wai here thai she wonted to 
share the wind and rain with 
him in solitude. 

He came Id her k> quietly 
thai she did not hear hi* com- 
ing. Even though the dark- 
ness was opaque ihe knew that 
he wav beside her. It was a 
tnng time before he ipoke. 

"I thought 1 might hnd you 
here, Gab* wile.'* 

a T didn't believe you woidd 
come. 

No. I gave no reason for 
believing 10. I wai harsh and 
( nicl to you at the time whtn 
you mart needed comfort, and 
fur that [ am deeply lorry, To 
iik ytm to forgive me ii to 
ask a grrat deal, but 1 do ask 
you-" 

"There ii nothing to forgive. 
I brought all this on myself. I 
ihould have told you the truth 
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from page 4\ 

when we got to know each 
other ... as well as we did. 
But the days seemed to go so 
quickly and I didn't want to 
spoil them even by thinking uf 
Jacques dc Robot. But ] prom- 
ise you that 1 wai going to tell 
you tunight. You da believe, 
that, don't you?" 

'*Ye*. Give me your hand. 
Gobrielle." 

She stretched it out and he 
took il in hi». Shr bit her lip 
and closed her eyes tightly. 
Hii clasp wai very gentle and 
both his hands were cold and 
wet from the rain. 

tT l ua't *iay here very long, 
but there ore things 1 want to 
say to you tonight, before we 
reach Saint Roger. They are 
very important thing! to me." 

She wai silent. She was in- 
finitely ghtd of the touch of 
Lis hand. 

"fve had time to think 
about it now and I know that 
the story of Jacques de Robot 
doesn't matter. What doe* mat- 
to? It that he hai come to rep- 
resent people who did not die 
meanly. 1 don t only think of 
my brother and Bernard 7 ] wife 
but other*. Because of thut 1 
will be very proud if you will 
allow me to stand at your side 
tomorrow And walk with you 
and be with you." 

"It is I who will be proud. 
Micbel." 

"I think that you need h 
person Decide you, not only to- 
morrow, but always. 1 ih ink 
that you are in great danger. 
May I trll you what happened 
to st girl [ knew, a girl called 
Monique ?" 
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ABRIELLE'S 
mind wai it ill unable in 
realise to the full that the 
shadow between them had been 
lifted. It had hern there for 
it? lone, veiling the sunshine of 
ihi-n liiiv-. ,\{\ "ihe ivanmil was 
to hr allowed to stay where she 
was in the salty darkness and to 
keep telling berteJf dint the 
hand holding hrrs was Michel's, 
Shr said absently: "Yes, please 
tell me about her." 

T knew her when she was 
a rhild. She was the prettiest 
thins; imaginable, u gay as a 
lark and a quite remarkable 
wimmer. People havr curious 
anihiti-r>na. And Moniqur's was 
to swim the Channel And then 
marry her haute — who, by the 
wny. couldn't rwim a stroke — 
and bear him a large family of 
boys and girli who would take 
to the water like dueldingi. 
When she entered the sea, she 
wai a cheerful, modest girl who 
(want well, When she emerged 
from the sea — a re vol ling sight, 
all goggles and areas? — she 
wai famous. That was the 
moment when she ought to have 
burned her batbing-dress and 
caught the next boat to her 
I ha of* 1 . But Monique didn't do 
that. Shr liked the fun of being 
famous 

"Because she was beAutilul, 
the nine days' wonder failed 
to come to an end cm the ninth 
day. She was perpetually being 
interviewed by the Press and 
inevitably she was taken up by 
the prnffuional exploiters of 
feminine charm, who nattered 
her and fawned on her to ruch 
an rxtcnt that shr began to 
expert adulation as her right 
That was the rnd of Monique. 
When the suave gentry dropped 
her, she wai takm up by the 
second-rate showmen and thrti 
by the third. Laic timr 1 law 
her shr was diving into a tank 
of live lobsters at a faiT out- 
side Lille." 

"And you think thai 1 will 
end up like that P" 

" i No. I don't." He dropped 
her hand and put his arm 
around her shoulders. "But 
■ thrfe is one thing T am abs<t- 
lutely certain of. Gabriclle 



Pelage must die in order that 
Gabriellr MilJcau may live It 
ii Gabriclle Millcau at whose 
side 2 will be tomorrow. And 
when all thii is over, it is 
Gabrielle whom I shall come 
to seek, either in her father's 
vineyard or wherever she may 
be. 1 want you to know that 
you need never be alone again, 
never in your life Do you 
understand what 1 am crying 
to say to you?" 

"I . . . hope I do," 

"When I wrenched a ring 
off your ringer here where wc 
axe standing now, I hurt you 
very badly. Do you think it 
would hurt you if I replaced it 
with another * M 

"No. I don't think it would 
hurt at all." 

"But you're not sure," 

She turned ib the crook of his 
ami to face him in the rainy 
dark. 

'Tm only not lure because 
of you. You haven't (old me 
one single good reason why you 
want to put a ring on my 
Snger. If its only to save me 
from , . from diving into a 
tunk full of live lobsters — " 

"It isn't. It's because I love 
you, Gjbricllc." 

••Oh." 

His lips were a* salty as her 
own. .After a little while, she 
disengaged herself from his 
arms. 

She said unsteadily: "And 
now 1 want you to go away, 
please. I would like to flay 
here by myself for a moment 
and say thank you to Jacques 
de Robot. But before you go, 
know that il is Gabriel Jr Mil- 
leau who loves you. There is 
no other Gahriclle and there 
never will be. At Icaat, not 
until she changes her name — 
for the last timr. Good-night, 
my darling You are gTeatly 
loved an d I shall cou ot the 
hours till the dawn." 

"G«rcl-mgm\ Cabncllc Mil- 
Irau — fiancee of the First Offi- 
cer of the 'Gay Dolphin.' " 

Jacquef de Robot sat on hii 
bed in the silence of the prison 
of Saint Matador. The floor 
of his cell was littered with 
newspapers and, by his side, a 
portable wireless set drooled 
and grunted swamp music from 
some remote mainland. He 
heard n othing of the dreary 
dirge. Hii head was sunk be- 
tween his hands sund his eyes 
were closed. He w^j trying with 
all his strength to remember 
coherently and in sequence 
what the President had told 
him. 

He was dead and hr was not 

dead. He Was a triumphantly 
successful painter and poet and 
he was an abject failure. He 
was ardently loved by a red- 
haired woman whom he had 
oevtt lern. Tomorrow he would 
rise like a vampire from the 
grave and take this woman in 
his tirmi and put his lipj to 
hrr throat, for that was how 
vampires, the undead, iLAimed 
their brides. He shivered Was 
it not more likely that he had 
already suffered human death 
and thai this whole grotesque 
itory sprang from the last 
twitching of a diseased brain? 
Could n not be that the music 
he heard waj a Satanic Re- 
quiem for hii mtuL? 

With shaking fingers he 
mi wed the knob on the wirclc« 
h*( a fraction of an inch. There 
was a wail Ukr that of «n 
nmorous cat and then, faint but 
deaf, a man's voice spoke in 
KNulinh: 

". . Vyihinski at the Se- 
curity CounciL 

"It U reported from the 
Admiralty that H.M.S. 'Cum- 
nor," a cruiser of the American 
and Welt Indiet Station, fired 
a ten-gun salute at fjunset this 
■■vening in honor of the late 
Jacqurs de Robot, whose re- 
mains are being brought back 
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to the Island of Saint Roger 
by the Fretteil vessel the 'Gay 
Dolphin.' Listeners are re- 
nt i nde d that the f u neral of 
Jacques de Robot, who Is be- 
lieved to have lost his ]jfr 
while fichting with British ele- 
ment* of the Frenr.h Resistance, 
will take place tomorrow. An 
cyr-wiim-ss' description of the 
s c r n ej on Lh c island will be 
broadcast op the Light Pro- 
gramme by a representative of 
the B.B.C- 

"Thc Federal German Chan- 
cellor, Dr. Adenauer, speaking 
at Bonn , , ** 

Jacques dc Robot spun the 
knob and the needle shifted 
and settled on a tiny vacuum 
in the babel of the m>rid n » 
voices. There was silence. 

So it was true. It must be. 
Che President had told him 
with a snigger that a British 
warihip haq come alongside the 
''Gay Dolphin" and fired a 
salute and lowered her ensign 
and be had found it impossible 
to believe. But he believed it 
now. The British might be 
fooli, but they were not liars. 

Jacques de Robot began to 
smile. The smile became a grin 
that became a laugh. Hr leaned 
back against the wall and 
shouted with laughter, rocking 
and squirming and dapping his 
hands, shattering the quiet of 
the prison with his terrible 
mirth. When the paroxysm had 
passed, he wiped his streaming 
eyes. The bout of laughter had 
cleared his brain and he began 
to see clearly and to plan. 

Hii first thought was one oi 
gratitude for revenge, revenge 
on the people of Saint Roger 
who had jeered at his paintings 
and ignored his poems revenge 
above all on Julep Latour, who 
had hounded him to what might 
well have been his death, to 
what that over-zealous official 
believed to have been his death. 
How would he look tomorrow, 
the immaculate Prefect of Snint 
Roger* when hr was confronted 
by thr living, laughing Jacques 
de Robot? 

He would choose the moment 
of revelation with the great- 
est care so as to squeeze out 
of it the List drop of humili- 
ation for hts old enemy. He 
would keep out of thr Prefect's 
way, walking in the procession 
with discreetly downcast head, 
waiting, watching for the ex- 
act second when the bombshell 
would do the most damage. He 
visualised the scene as taking 
place at the gr*ve-$ide. Just as 
the coffin was about to be 
lowered, he would step forward 
with a smile. 

,l One moment, please, ladies 
and gentlemen . . 

Heads would be turned He 
would walk right up to Jules 
Latour and bow. 

"Surely I have had the honor 



of meeting Monsieur le-Prrfi; 
before. Surely Monsieur le Psi ■ 
fct will rrrncmber tne, Jacqut i 
de Robot, very much at Mon- 
sieur lr Prefers service. And 
in ease Monsieur le Prefet 
fails to recognise me, there at'. 
many among the mourners whs 
will do so. Captain Georiir 
Father Pierre, look at me an 1 
tell Monsieur le Prefet who 1 
am. Look well, gentlemen. An I 
now possibly Monsieur le Pn - 
fet will be good enough 1 3 
explain how I can be sit uV 
bottom of the sea and in th 
box- — and here. The people air 
watching, Monsieur le Pref- 
Pray silence, my friends, fu 
Jules Latour, Prefect of Sail 
Roger . " 

H'm face clouded. In th. 
moment of imagined trjumpl. 
he wished he had not thoug}. 
of Father Pierre, for Fathr 
Pierre was the one mats ii, 
Saint Roger for whom be du 
not harbor resentment. He hfii 
always thought of that simp] 
man with half-humorous con 
tempt and yet 1 in his comcinpi 
there had been a (disturbing 
thread of affection. His lip 
twisted. He remembered quot 
ing Saint Augustine to bin 
ance. "Oh GoH make me chast 
— but not yet, 1 ' and he remcm 
bered the pain and sorrow o" 
the priest's eyes that the articu 
late struggle of one in spiritua 
torment should have been use' 
to launl him. 

Yes, it was a pity abou 
Father Pierre, but what did bsfti 
man's grief matter? Nothing at 
all. One could not make a*; 
nmMef without breaking eggv 
To hell with Father Pi*rr< 
There was a person made ii 
nother ahapr, a person who wa 
a 1m more exciting than % 
celibate prievt. a person who 
was beautiful, breathing, and 
vulnerable. There was Cabri- 
Pile. 

He picked up a sheaf of 
papers and looked at a succes- 
sion of photograph* 
"Mademoiselle Delage, fiancee 
of the late Jacques de Robot 
visits the Flower Market"" 

"Mademoiselle G Delagr 
chats with the Ministrr 
"Mademoiselle Gabnrlle Deluqt 
accepts a posy from the wtdov* 
of a Resistant." "MademaUcll* 
Gabrielle pays homage." "Gabri 
efie litthts a candle . Gabriell- 
dines with Julrt Ijitour iPrr 
feet of Saint Roger'. Gabriel!- 
does this, Gaby duet that, Gabv 
Gaby, Gaby . . * 

What was this person rralh 
like, this human being who. in 
seventy-two hours, had beer 
transform rd into a derni- 
goddeu, a creature who* 
Christian name could h<- tossed 
about the Press like thai of a 
film star Shr. was slim and elf 
Rani She was young. She bar! 

To pngf 44 



Page 42 



National Library of Australia http://nla.gov.au/nla.news-page481 7025 




CREEHFEAST PEAS CROWMG. Thi* variety yiMw a Am? f» hr-nt mult* 

ftettM iAouM frr jfriMrn on a tre-tli* made of bruth twin* or trrirt of fine wire* attached 
to tewtden mupporlM. Plenty of wotT it needed during hot vnd dry teeaiher. 

Fresh garden peas 

Few vegetables are as nice as green 
peas, fresh and young from your own 
garden. They have a flavor all their own, 
and will delight the palate of any gourmet. 



PEAS are useful because 
they can be grown 
almost ail the year round. 

They belong naturally to 
the temperate regions, but 
with suitable soils and irri- 
gation they will produce 
eood crop? in the hot 
months. 

Lute? summer is ft good time 
to saw, m (he plants come an 
well in the early stages and 
will produce a crop before 
days get chilly. 

Plants are not sensitive to 
front except in the flowering 
or early podding -.tages, and 
snwing should he made t..i 
avoid any risk of i> clash. 
Frotu Mill be damaging tit the 
period of from eight to ten 
Weeks from sowing. 

Peat do best on deep, well- 
drained land which n well 
oipphed with humus. 

Lime ihould be sprinkled 
on generously Jnd dug in two 
nr three weeks before sowing. 

Immediately prior to sow- 
ing, a fertiliser mixture cotv 
■swing of lour parts by weight 
of superphosphate and diip 
pari of sulphate of ammonia or 
j complete ready-mixed fer- 
tiliser should be placed in 
bands directly under the seed. 

To do this, open up drills 
lour to five inches deep, foul 
to six inches wide, and 
eighteen inches to two 
feet span. Distribute the 
fertiliser over the bottom, 
evenly mixing iL with rhr 
soil. Alternatively, apply 
it in narrow bands ad- 
jacent to the sides, milk- 
ing the bands about I J 
inches wide. 

Use the Irniliser at the 
rate of one tn one and a 
half ounces per linear 
vard of row. 

The toil it replaced in 
the drill and firmed down. 
Then directly over the 
fertiliser a narrow drill 
about two inches deep is 
opened for the seed 

The seed should br 
dropped along rh.s at in- 
tervals from two to three 
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inches. Prior to sowing, it is 
worth while coating the seed 
with copper oxychloride or a 
non-metallic dust. 

These fungicides will pro- 
tect Lhe >*rcd from soil-inhabit- 
ing organisms. 

The seed should be placed 
in a jaj or tin with n well- 
fining lid and fungicide added. 

Use one level leaspounful 
of copper oxychloride and 
half this quantity of a non- 
metallii: dust per pound of 
seed. 

Place the lid on firmly and 

GARDENING 

shake well lur about 30 sec- 
onds 

Seed if then removed and 
ml led over a sheet of news- 
paper to gel rid of any excess 
dust. 

"lhe most popular varieties 
are the divart types — Green- 
feast, Massey (sometimes 
called Melbourne Market), 
and Yorkshire Hero. 

.Some people with small gar- 
dens preirr the climbing type, 
which can be grown on a fence. 

I elephant is the best 
variety. 

Here are some ol the worst 
diseases of peas. 

FOOT HOT AND POD 
AND LEAK SPOT.— This dis- 
ease, caused by a fungus, is 
worse in wet winters and jn 
umrellised crops. 




*'Kf-'.S/i" from h*r cjjcjj ferAftt, /><m 
piek+it by thr httu n-n < t. mtti rntikrif 
within a few hnurt arr tlVfieiouji 



How to Rri ognUe It, — 
Brawn to purplish irregular 
spots develop on leaves and 
pods, and blackish - purple 
streaks occur on the stems. 

What to Do, — Use disease- 
free seed, discarding any whirh 
is cracked, shrrvrlled, or dis- 
colored. 

J reat seed before sowing as 
described earlier. 

Once the disease appears in 
a crop there is nothing to be 
done, as no effective control is 
known. 

POWDERY MILDEW 
How to Recognise It — 

White powdery patches appear 
no lhe older leaves first, but 
in a bad year these spread 
until the whole plant is in- 
fer ted. 

The disease occurs generally 
in muggy weather or when 
heavy dews occur. 

What To Do.— If delected 
early, remove and burn all af- 
fected leaves and dust the 
plants with a sulphur dusl at 
wrckly intervals until there is 
no sign of the disease spread- 
ing. 

CUTWORMS 
How lo Know Them. — 

When you find young stems 
i tit through at ground level, 
keep a watch for dull, grevi.sh- 
brown - colored caterpillars 
jbout I \ inches Long, which 
curl up during the day in a 
characteristic way. 

Whal To Do.--Sratter a 
poison bait over the soil late 
in the afternoon. Make it hv 
adding .SjOT ol paris green to 
ill. of bran. Mix thoroughly 
and then add just enough 
water to get a crumbly mass. 

RED-LEGGED EARTH 
MITE 
What To Look For.— 

The adult mite is tiny- 
only aboii! ! -25lh inch 
in leimth. h has a vel. 
sen purplish body and 
eighr bright red legs. 

Suspect it if during cool, 
wet months there appears 
a silvering of the foliage, 
which starts at the veins 
and spreads over tbe 
whole leaf. 

What To Do. — Sprj-. 
(he plant and the soil be 
ueath with 1 fluid oiim r 
ol mcntme sulphate ' W.n k 
leaf 40 ; and six lluiil 
minces iii while nil in (on. 
gallon* ol water 



BOTTLED GOODNESS 

made easy with the 

FOWLERS 



HOME BOTTLING OUTFITS 




The ideal my to provide tempting dlsfiei 
lhe year round. Preciout vitamin* and 
mint nil preserved to guard yew r family", 
heilth fruit*, meats and vHetabics ire 
eiijr to pr«terve. No. 1 outfit i Nut t rated ii 
r ceo mm ended for fefitjrj.1 use, 
AUo available, an electric outfit and my 
number of 

OBTAtHAlLE AT ALL LEADING STORES 
THROUGHOUT AUSTRALIA AND 
NEW ZIALAND. 



FOWLERS 



YACOLA 



MANUFACTURING CO. LTD., 
Ill •utwood (W.. Hawthorn. Victoria j 
AND 

Cur. Cm PI. and Rothschild Ava. | 
« uses-try. N.S.W 




Please forward me by return 
mail full debits of your latest 
battling outfits and my nearest 
dealer. 
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red hair. Not even thr smudged 
photographs could conceal the 
fact that she had a ravishing 
figure. Onr of the pic I urn 
rmphatised hrr youthlul curves, 
the one ai her chitting; lo the 
Minuter, for the camera had 
caught her body in profile as 
she turned towards him, iinil- 
ir* 

Jacques de Robot, looked it 
it from all angle*. There «u 
uo doubl about it. Mademoiselle 
Delate wn the sort of person 
whom it would give him the 
treatcst possible pleasure lo 
paint and -he grinned — what 
could be more romantic than 
thai thr should pose for her 
□Stare. He would meet her — 
after he had dealt with Mon- 
Mta le Prrfrl. He would go to 
hrr and tale her hands. There 
vraj no reason why he shuuld 
not kiss her. In fact, there wai 
every reason why he thould. 
Nothing could be more proper. 
And, having Wilted her, what 
then? Well, he and ihe would 
have a great deal to calk about, 
so he wuuld lead her Id a quiet 
place — followed no doubt by 
the disapproving glance of 
Father Pierre. 

Curse Father Pierre. Why did 
he have to intrude himself again 
and again, caltmg his black 
shadow over the glory of to- 
morrow' hViiimr, priest Be- 
gone, I [ell you Back to ynur 
sanctuary and stop looking at 
DM like that. It is not t who 
ti.ivc done you ill. but others. 
1 do rot wuh lo remember vou. 

Yes, he would take Gabrielle 
to a quiet place. But where? 

It would be daylight, for his 
funeral was planned to lake 
place shortly after dawn. He 
didn't mppose that he would 
He ahle to get away for some 
hours. There would be hun- 
dredi who would be eager to 
dwkr his hand, there would be 
interviews with the Pros, there 
might even be a broadcast. He 
began to compote it, 

"This is 1. Jacques de Robot, 
talking to the world. Toclav at 
dawn f followed my coffin up 
the hill of Saint Roger. An 
internationally famous mclage 
of prnplr stood around my 
crave. Prominent amongjt them 
wns Jules Latour, Prefer — or 
I think i can now laferv des- 
cribr him as Vx- Prefer* — 
throujih whose mar hi nations I. 



continuing . .. . The Hero Of Saint Roger 



an innocent man, vnti murdered 
in cold blood. 1 ay 'murdered' 
but, like Another. I rote . , ." 

Jacques dc Robot frowned 
He could hardly say thai, nol 
in thr Imowlcdfic th*t Father 
Pierre might be listening. But 
why not? What did far care 
about lhe opinion! of * pe&tnot 
from Haute Savon:? Wn he t a 
world-famous hero, painter, and 
poet, to shape the words of 
this ■tupendcnis address » m 
nut to offend onr nun? 

What nomrtiK. Squeeze your 
great peasant's fingers in your 
can if you don't like it. Father. 
Bellow your prayers and iry 
lo drown my voice, the vxuee 
of troth — and take your urn 
couth presence from my ceU. 
You come between me and my 
6*e]j ff ht. 

Never, iu the if niury during 
which he had rotted hcjr, had 
the prison been so rilrnL He 
wontd have even welcomed thr 
id* uf Xavin, but tonight the 
negro was dumb- -dumb no 
doubl in riwr of what the lUwn 
wuuld brioR. A little music, 
perhapt, to dispel thr unnatural 
quiet Hr hrnt down to the 
wirrlru set and movrd the 
nrrdte lo the left. 

There was no music There 
was a voice. 

**. . . and that concludes the 
last episode of Ihe life of 
Jacqun dc Robot whilr wurkinp 
with American a cents of thr 
Office of Strategic Service*. 

"A Squadron of P49s, led 
by Captain Gynis B. Henry, 
Vnited States Air Force, took 
off from Saint Thomas in the 
Viripm and flew in formation 
nver the 'Gay Dolphin.* Cloud 
'«r!rj]£r was under four hun- 
dred feet, bui down thry dived 
in homage, pulling out of thrtr 
death-defyirtii[ salute in the nick 
of time 

"And now, from the Island of 
Saint Roger itself, the Six 
Casket Croonrrrttei will sing 
you 'Massa'i m de Cold Cold 
Ground'." 

That wasn't the tort of music 
he wanfrd to hear. Hr would 
get his fill oi that tomorrow. 
Tonitfhi he wanted the music 
of the livin e and not of the 
dead. He wanted the music 



of drums and the blarr of 
laxophonei. the music thai 
quickened his mutctci and let 
his fret tapping. He spun thr 
knob, lie pot what he wanted. 
But after a munirnt thr frenzied 
rhythm irritated hirn, thump, 
thump, thump, boo-hoo. boo* 
hoo. boo-hoo. and he sent the 
needle on a dimy tuur of thr 
world's wavelengths, jabber, 
jabber, whine, whine . . . 
Fascial cannibals of the pluio- 
democnicin . . . Warum hast 
Du io traurige Augen . . . 
eeeeeeee . . and now let'i all 
give the little girl a big hand. 



ii BIG hand— Uwt'i 
what the little girl was going 
to get tomorrow. She w.t> Hsinfj 
to get the hand of Jacquei de 
Robot, hero. He turned off the 
wireless with a click. How could 
hr be expected lo savor .to- 
morrow to the full with that in- 
fernal din Ruing on? Hr leaned 
hack on his bed, taking up a 
paprr jt r.tndum. ft happened 
to be thr anr where there was 
a photograph of Gabriellc ac- 
cepting -t posy rrf ffowrrs from 
thr widow of a Resistant. 

A charming picture. Though 
hit fiancee's face looked rather 
too ftolcmn for hii tilting, it 
showed off her figure to per- 
fection- She was bending for- 
ward a little and he noticed 
how alrndcr hrr Irgs and how 
dim her waul. Hw ryrs moved 
to look at the widow. Com- 
pared with Gabficllr she was 
a black, ihapelrss imudge, an 
anonymous, grief -stneken ^vrn- 
bol linked to a young and 
beau (if u I firi by a bupc h pf 
flowrrt. Extraordinary to think 
that ihe too must have been 
young once and passably at- 
tractive, attractive enough to 
have been desirrd in marriage 
Those thick legs in hlaek cotton 
■tockinga might once havr 
^'1 immrrrd in silk. The crook rd 
back muit once have Item 
straight and Ihr lined bands 
imoorh. 

Peering at the photograph 
he noticed a strange thing. 
The woman's face was not 
humble, bin proud 1( wai 
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< ■.il.n- ii- - face that wu 
humble. Frowning, he rrsid the 
text "Mademoiaellc Gabhelle 
Delage accepts a posy from the 
widow of a Resistant." V- 
name. Just "a widow.* 1 More 
fool ihe not to havr given her 
name tti the Press. No orchids 
for Madame Blancliih- only 
widow's weedii, cotton ilockings 
and a proud look, She wouldn't 
look w proud if she were to 
lind out that brr latr huiband 
was alive and kicking all the 
time. But thru tho would never 
find out that because he wasn't. 
He was, as advertised, mort 
pour la patrie- -unlike Mon- 
sieur dr Rolfot, hero, who was 
very much alive jnd looking 
forward lo making his bqw to 
an astonished world one hour 
after dawn tomorrow. 

But wh.it about thr day **fter 
u>iiii>rTuw f 

No man could arrest the pas- 
iaqr ul lime and tlir mhi would 
aurcly rise on the morning of 
thr day after tomorrow Thr 
widow's man would itiU be a 
farm thro and for ever. What 
would Jacques dr Robot be? 
Like the tint cool wind that 
warns of the approacn of night, 
the thought of what he would 
be un the day after tomorrow 
intruded itself and dwelt with 
him. These were the last houri 
of his j{Jorv. By noon tomorrow, 
he would no longer be a hero 
but a clown, 

A tl own- 
Cap, bclfu, horse's collar. 
pig/A bladder. Bait Jacquei de 
Robot— hero. Enter Jacques 
de Rohut^ — clown. 

He began to laugh. Thm 
hr slopprd Uuahing. In the 
nilcncc of the priaon hr had 
heard a -sound, a repealed 
sound. The thud of hatnnu-r- 
ing from the prison yard, lie 
listened intently. Who rould be 
in thr prison yard at this time 
of night— ana for what pur- 
pose? C^ould it be thai tomroae 
wai testing thr sn-ngth of a 
beam * Re stood up. He 
screamed. 

"Xavirr, Xavier . . 

What would he have not 
Erven then to have heard thf 



human wund of the tat^prO - 
complaint 7 Bu t there was 
sileoce from hi* cell. The 
shackle had been t truck from 
his foot and he hud limped to 
frrrdom — to be ready to rJfl ihr 
President's bidding. Thr beat 
of the hammer was deep and 
true But how could Xavier 
reach up lo that beam ? Mr 
must be Handing on a chair 
When he was sure of the oak 
be would get down front his 
chair and limp away. No one 
would kick the chair from 
under htm and leave him 
dangling. 

Thud, thud, thud, there he 
went again. With ihaking 
fingers Jacques de Robot 
turned oo the wireless, A 
siirgr of inusir fillrd ht* CeJl, 

drowning ihr fearful hammer- 
ing. Brass and drum stormed 
to a trrscrndo that rxploded 
with a clash of cymbaLs. The 
wrfr absorbed by the 
walls of bis ceU. 

"Here is Paris. You have 
hern listening lo l Ce n'est 
qtj'wn au revoir' a song of the 
Resistance. 

"Thosr who have heard the 
Memorial Service arc reminded 
that in many churches through- 
out France, special re qui mi 
mass™ will be said tomorrow 
for the repose of the soul of 
Jacques de Robot and for the 
souls of all those who died in 
order that their childrrn might 
live in dignity and ™ 

Cfirk. 

ffnw quiet, all of a ftiomrnt, 
thr prison of Saint Matador. 
Thr hammering had ceaied 
All must now hr prepared. 

He had not been in Frantr 
since his boyhood, but his 
memory was clear, as clear as 
thr waters <rf thr trout stream 
that bubbjrd through the applr 
orchard at the back of ihe 
bouse where be had been bom. 
Beyond that orchard was a 
field of oats and tn ihe oats 
there were poppies and there 
was a road, a straight while 
ribbon stretched between- pop- 
lars, and it was. alone; that 
white road that the people 
would walk tomorrow in their 
mournful black, walking 
soberly towards rh r sound of 
the r . sc it ■■ c! . br c konin g bell 



Wrench charm 
in tropics 

^ JNI.Y m few hmti>" 
flight from Sydj-lri 
lie* m small leopie iitlautf 
whicL lia> captured much 
of the charm of il* 

DlOthrr ri,untrv Franee. 

New i aleilunia i-> not 
the irtHUtiosul parHOjs*-r 
of goldrn^kvinneil girls- \ 
duneiiig in urtirw -kirtx. 
hot it ean br a beaulif ul 
place whras the poinei- 
ana* bloom and carpel 
the wlrecte with iearlrl 
pelsdsL 

Steaif allraeliom* 
ransje from huh jungfe 
to rugged mnaSiUiuiB, but 
thrre in induMr*. loo — - 
>u-t eatile raurhf ihal 
provide the French Arm; 
with eannrd: mcsL coffee 
plaalistiaiu* nml ike rieh- 
e^l chrome Am l rsiekeT 
miirr-rt in thr war|«|. 

The fu^infiiion of 
Wcw Gnlrrlorjia t» eap- , 
lured in p beautiful < 
nerie* of color picture* in 1 
lb- Janoary 25 issur of i 
4ill. 



that swung in the tower of Our 
Lady of Sorrows. Missals 
clutched in cotton - glovrd 
hiindi, dusty umbrellas Rnsary 
beads and the cool smear of 
Holy Water on their lined forr- 
hcadi . . . Requiem artemarn 
dona eii Domiiie . . . 

Little dtd they know, these 
good people, that a down was 
waiting in thr porch, waiting 
for them to come ovt into thr 
sunshine so that he could rob 
them of their dignity — for that 
was thr business of a clown 
Bang, bang, bang with his pig's 
bladder on thr bnld head of 
Monsieur le Mai re, bang, bant?, 
hanc on the shawled grey hrads 
of the widows, bang, bang, 
bang on thr.hracb of the chil- 
dren whose fathers were morta 
pour la France. 

Fools are immortal. It ii 
only man who die* — so grm at 
si through yostr honc'i collar, 
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-offEAP 'N JAM I 




XfoooXs out ' 



energy needed . . 




rU'tnemher ho» vtxi used \u make straight lor thai 
Ug mt ol bread and jam whtn you (rut home from 
tdl«4 MeJon ami lemun' B lm&heuf i Vou ntver 
knew- or tared — that the |am on vour bread was 
rwkiiig ltxi talories inliivou 1 Fuelling vuu up tvith 
.•ntrp' Let itiut visutisstft celelirate "whool's out" 
i lie \va> von tJId. It's llit snatk the* lure. It saves 
■.on Bote, lam sans vou time utth mi manv things. 



JAM IS PACKED WITH ENERGT 




■ UV JAM IN AMY SIZE 

(l «Lm uufife. Bur an extra flusotir 
(■ titMl this I lo rule varletv. 
Tins, ur Ljrtons. wj ytiu eaji 
bjt) l In e«r» MW- 




HOT SCONES AND JAM 

Frsj afternrs;n u-jl I Ian vuu lin n rank 
mii; mnrj luteli- lint i'lnm the oven 
inth «tra«l>etn |jm ,w jptiLW nl 
'!'[*■ i"H> lli.il ivumlcilul hut stiuie 
inrll on a chills d»v is hmrrtn. Vmhi 
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EXCITING NEWS for EVERY REGULAR READER ! 

how Y0U „. ^FwitSBOOK CLUB 




FlftST-die 
BOOK 



I IM S I and the LOWEST PIIH L 
1LIB m AUSTRALIA! 



HERE is stph-ndid lirwn for all book buyer* I The iVmuu.fr 
Kovliit Bowk Club* (liNt^d below) a re onVriitg member* 
bigger volur than t*vrr. bach monlh rmh"» Book < 3a b 
member* rr«i*r (hp Mnl» < full-length, fulbft/r. un* 
bridged edition of id auUiajifliiig reriiilly' pwhltHhed book. 
-V n d . bill h .cm eli in i he nrdinar v wo v ih rar bunk* w«n Jd 
eofl 12 6. ISA, 17/6, or 25/-. MEMBERS OF THIi BOOK 
CLUB ARE PltH ILF^tfD TO Bl V TIIEM FOR ONLY 
6/4 plti* &d. postagc- 

l)u- Bunk (Ihih'i erlrction are book* which vou -will 
OTlJtQ readiiia;; will br proud to own — bonka which hnve 
through their literary merit, appra- nine, and product in-n 
ma.li- FOYLES BOOK CLUBS die most 'pcrur-jlnr pablijib- 



inj( tchievcinenl of ihr cfnlut«. Throu((h The B(Mih Chili 
vm will Ik- aldr to build up Ml almost ncgUiiblr rfl*i — 
a finit*rjaji» library af bc*t-*M -Hjhx book>. 

For In Book €lyb wm thr finl in it* field - — and lonV 
il -nil lead* I hi Ha* id quaJilv ami price! || r. (Ten nnm 
bm reall; llral-rale books AT A LOVER PRICE BY FAR 
than inv other Rook Club in (he World. 

I'. fnniuo* boolurlb>rA — with ibr liiptge-l ImhiIv 
-hop In ihr World — rhoawr* book" front ihr outMandinpt 
publications of Briinin'4 foremost pithiitfhiiia: house*. l'»» 
••i-lc-riioiis inrlude mMl of the anrrr^nful titles of rerrni 
_ NOW IS THE TIME TO JOIN: 



HERE ARE THE CLUBS! 

All New Books by the Most 
Outstanding Living Authors 

T*U C Of*\{\V fl I IB PupuJar ficluin b» Ik-nl-Mfllinfr million lueh 

InE DUUK tUUD „„ Bj,,,^ Shmr. Oorgrlti- Hever, l>.>nni» 

UK. alley. Naomi Jaroh, France* 1'srkinMjn laH Frmk V erbj-. Eliaiibrtti (...Uliae, 
^iirhota* M«n»arrat T ete.. etr. 

TUnil ■ ED Drift If ft I ID ISnelltoj myaleir and deleet|»e 

I rlKI LLCK Dl/UK. ^LVB — none, br author, inch *% PeLer 
IJinyneT, Jamei ilmlley (3inr, 4ftuh» Christie, tnwmaa Villa Cmft», Jubn 

i.-.i-r-. . Miir. RaltrrU Kinrhurl. *Jtaio Minih, P. & I ju-luk'»l<'r. etr ell 
UICCTEDU nnni/ 1 IB S»if«-oioTiB« aMrie* of ihe »»■ 

WtilERN DUUK UUD ik V«l V Hthm >udi u Cli«l<-r 

^ ill., lianscr [^r. Max Brand* /.nitr Grv> . William 4 lol i MacDonald, Tex Rumii> 
(ItiKH Lomai, err. 

DAUAkirC Drtrtl/ f*l | IB FBScinating hnmnn irorir-i br 

KUMAIHtt DUUtV LLUD lop-rankW lilhl firli U1 . vrilen 

of tiuinr — MnuJra Djek^ne, Jane Befell, Failh Baldwin. Ann Deeriu^ % Denise 
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hero, tor we believe in you. 
Jingle your brl)* in our credu- 
face*, linger of lewd songs. 
Parade your obscene daubs, 
punter. Grimace and turn 
your somersaults on the graves 
of our dead, our tuJ dead, 
and be turt- that ihey uc wait- 
insr, u> welcome you when your 
time come*— ai come it will. 

Fool or hero * Garlanda or 
gallows' The choice was hit. 

Oh. Father Pierre, Father 
Pierre, you who have always 
been my friend, counsel and 
comfort irjt now . . . 

It w&j dark when the Presi- 
dent of Saint Matador came 
10 the prison. Hr was followed 

t.* the 1: or ridor by the 
Governor and by the Head 
Constable. 

Fur this occasion, the cul- 
mination of bU political career, 
the President, had put on his 
uniform. He wore a scarlet 
runic with heavy gold epaul- 
ettes Atid his breast was ablaze 
with Orders of his own 
i reaiion, white breeches, black 
ndi 11 1? -boots, swan -neck spun; 
tir thought he was a splendid 
night. The feathers in his 
rocked hat fluttered as he 
strode jauntily along the echo- 
ing itonc, his white-gloved hand 
Laid negligently on the hilt of 
lint sj? If -same sword that had 
once been wielded by the 
.irjorainanle Skinner. 

The Governor unlocked the 
Jof of evil number four and 
rhirw it wide open It 3eemed 
as if there was something sym- 
bolic in his action. "Look," 
he seemed to say, '"I fling open 
the nates of freedom. Behold 
your deliverer!" 

Jacques de Robot was sit- 
ting on his bed at the end far- 
thest away from the door and, 
at Lhe Presidrnl'i entry, he 
shrank back, prrssixiR his hody 
against the wall His face 
was ns white a* a Venetian 
mnik held on a stick. The two 
men stared at each other and 
Jacques de Robot taw with 
curious detachment that there 
was a spasmodic twitch at the 
Corner of the President's lip. 
fie had never noticed (hit 
before, and irs a way it seemed 
to help. The possession of a 
physical disability that could 
not be concealed made an in- 
human person human and 
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therefore vulnerable — and God 
knew he had need of any 
weapon in that hour, no matter 
how puny or how itiefTe< tu*L 

The President cleared his 
throat. When he spoke, hn 
voice was thick with the fore* 
t3ltc of triumph. 

"Good morning, dear friend, 
colleague and hero! I trust 
that you did not pass the hours 
of darkness loo unpleasantly. 
In spite of the rain, the whole 
Island of Saint Roger ii en fete 
for your homecoming and here 
everything is arranged. Car 
to the harbor, launch, every- 
thing. I have even contributed 
a wreath — from both of us — 
with a suitable message of con- 
dolence. . 

He paused and frowned, "But 
1 must cod! cm to a certain dift- 
. 1 ppoin c f r j rn t in yo ur de- 
meanor I had expected a 
warm welcome, impatience, 
jubilation. But you. very dear 
fellow, look as if you were 
going to a funeral The 
phrase amused htm and he 
repeated it with a giggle- "A) 
if you were going to a funeral. 
But you arc silent. You don't 
speak. Ahl t know the rea- 
son. You have never seen me 
in my otFlciul uniform before 
and you failed at first to recog- 
nise me," He pirouetted like 
a plump chorus-boy. 

"Admit that it is not un- 
impressive. This sword, for 
example, is of priceless value. 
It was once the property of 
Skinner the pirate and its blade 
is reputed to have an insatiable 
thtnt. And talking of thirst, 
I have even remembered to 
bring you a mouthful of brandy 
— to drink the health of alt 
hemes, living and drad. So 
take your tipple, my Triend, and 
let ua be on our way." 

He held out a silver Bask, 
Jacques de Robot took it in 
nngers that were white and 
shaking Still looking at the 
President he tried to rise from 
his bed and 10 stand upright. 
But his legs refused to perform 
their office and he stagRcrcd 
back He hunched his shoulders 
into the angle of the wall. His 
papier-mache lips became ani- 
mate at Last and he heard the 
words of his mouth as ii they 
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were words spoken by some- 
body else, somebody very' far 
away. 

"I am not ecming." 

**Not coming!" 

The President lhook his head 
incredulously. The twitch at 
the comet of his mouth became 
more marked and Its* CCD- 
trolled. He took a pace for- 
ward. 

"Are you mad? 11 

"I don't know. I know 
nothing. But I am not com- 
ing." 

"But, my dear fellow, you 
must come. You have no alter- 
native." The President took off 
his, cocked hat and wiped the 
sweat from his forrhead. He 
looked at his watch. "So sur- 
prised, so overcome am I that 
I must sit down for a mommi 
— but only for a moment or we 
snail be late," 
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1NGERLY, the 
President lowered himself on 
to the bed, placing the curved 
sword between his legs and rest- 
ing his gloved hands over the 
h»lr 

"Dear me, 1 am positively out 
of breath — aJ you will be if 
you persist in this unco-opera- 
tive at titudr. You must have 
a reason far not wishing to 
acrumpany me to Saint Roger. 
What is it?" 

"The world believes me to 
be a hero." 

"True. This lie has been 
put about by unscrupulous men 
and it is no less than your 
Christian duty to unmask those 
villains." 

Jacques dc Robot spoke m 
littlr more lhan a whisper: "1 
could never be a hero— but I 
could be the opposite of a 
coward." 

"Youl" The President 
cackled. "I think T may have 
made a mistake in leaving the 
wireless set with you. You 
have clearly developed an ex- 
aggerated sense of your own 
importance. You are asstming 
yourself at the valuation of 
duped fool*. I.n us face fart*. 
You »rn a drunkard, tin unread, 



unpublished poet, a painter 
with a predilection for the 
technique of the dirty post- 
card. And as regards being 
either a hero or its opposite, 
forgive me for mentioning the 
fact that you are fu*?h a coward 
that your knrej are already 
shaking at the thought of the 
beam, Hdw ( pray, could the 
metamorphosis from coward to 
hero be achieved?" 

"By my refusal to come with 
you." 

"But you have no choice. 
If necessary 1 will have you 
dragged there. I will producr 
you, Jacques de Robot, trussed 
like a chicken and I will say, 
"Look! There is yuur hero ' " 

"And if you did th At , I 
would deny it. More than ten 
years have passed since I was on 
the island and there is not a 
soul who wnuld recognise me 
unless T told them who I was 
Thai— with God 1 * help — I will 
never do." 

,f With God T i help? What do 
you mean 'with God , i help.' 
and who, pray, do you think 
you are to drag the Almighty 
into your affairs?" 

1> I didn't drag Him tru I 
didn't want Him. But lie 
caxne." 

The President frowned. Up 
to now he had believed that 
Jacques de Robot's ^Ucged un- 
willingness to make the journey 
to Saint Roger had been 
prompted by a desire to bargain, 
to extract a bribe, a conces- 
sion, a promise of future ag- 
grandisement of one tort or 
another. But this — this might 
be serious. 

On any other occasion, it 
would have given him pleasure 
to examine the matter academi- 
cally and at length. But time 
was not standing still, the "Gay 
Dolphin" wQulcf be at anchor 
within the hour and his launch 
waited. He decided to dismiss 
the Gt>d business lightly and to 
divert the thoughts of Jacques 
dr Robot into the channels of 
his own desire. 

"We hav-fl bad many dis- 
tinguished visitors within these 
walls over thr years, Mr. de 
Robot. Some have left. Others 
have remainrd." he said dryly r 



"and you may accept my per- 
sonal assurance thai Y Dur m> ' 
tinguiihrd friend has departed 
— for good. DoubtJew being 
omnipotent as well as a myth, 
he slipped through the key- 
hole But let us be done with 
things thai are nebulous. Let 
us consider persons, or rather 
a person . You have been in 
thin cell for a fortnight — in 
solitude. Your physical vigor 
has improved out of ail know- 
ledge and, if I may say so, so 
has your personal ipprairance. 
You are no longer the wreck 
of a man, but a man. a whole 
mari, a man likely to be more 
than pleasing to an ardent 
woman, one whose flesh is yield- 
ing a* yours is dominating, one 
who — 

"Stop," Jacques de Robot's 
fiati clenched and he moaned. 
Thr President raised his eye- 
brows. Obviously he had struck 
exactly ihe right line. Now to 
press home his advantage . . . 

"1 want you to consider the 
woman GabrieJlc, the woiruun 
who will be yours in a matter 
of hours. You have had time 
to study photographs of her 
overnight. But J need hardly 
tell you that no cold print can 
begin to do justice to this warm 
and breathing beauty." He 
picked up a newspaper, "Look 
closely. Follow with your eyes 
the curve of her young breasts, 
dwell on her waist, her hips, 
her ankles. We are informed 
that her hair is red. Combine 
with her red hair the droop 
of her lower Up and know 
that all these things are the 
stigmata of passion. I speak 
aj oor experienced in such 
mat ters— " 

"You speak as the pimp you 
are." 

The President's face dark- 
ened. He took a step forward, 

'"One more word like that 
from vou and you will dangle 
from the beam. Are you com- 
ing to Saint. Roger or not? 
Yes or no ? I will give you 
thirty seconds to make up your 
mind." 

Jacques de Robot put the 
flask of brandy to his mouth 
and gulprd greedily The neat 
spirit flamed in hia gullet. 



When the ftask was empty, he 
put it down and sucked in his 
cheeks and spat with all his 
strength in the President** face. 
Hc stood up swaying, 

"Pimp, liar, murderer." 

The President staggered 
back. As he did so, the scab- 
hard of his iword came between 
his legs and he lurched across 
the cell, banging Ins head 
against the far wall. He 
screamed. 

"Go\T/rnor, do your duty I 
command you — " 

"Bui Excellency, this man 
. . . this man has done no 
wronsr." 

"Do as I command you or, 
hy the living Cod, you will 
follow him to the eallowa." 

The Governor licked his lips. 

"It is usual ... at such 
times ... a priest . . ." 

"A prirnt — far this offal. No 
priest. Take him out, I say. 
Hang :t;"i 

Jacques de Robot's feet 
slithered on the stone of the 
cell corridor- He was at the 
barred gate almost before he 
realised that he had been taken 
out of his cell. Somehow, it 
seemed in the blink of an eye- 
lid, hr was in the yard. He 
jerked his head upwards and he 
saw that the morning star still 
shone through the lattice of 
iron bars thai meshed the first 
\-erv faint radiance of d:iwr>. 
He was sick with fear and in- 
capable of courage. But he 
could submit. That was- uJI that 
a coward could do, submit . . 

Now Xavier's black hands 
werr RTaSpins? hti arms and 
the Governor's face was peer- 
ing at him. He saw the chair 
and thf! rope with its_ obscene 
loop and he closed his' eye*. A 
voice came to hi* ears from a 
great distance. 

"Is there anything you want 
to say?" 

"Never tell . unvone .ibout 
- ■ . thil. Let them think . . . 
I died a ... a Hero. Oh. Father 
Pierre, Father Pierre, give me 
your hand . . ,** 

Bernard the baker came out 
of his galley and yawned. Hr 
held up a cup of coffee in his 
hand and he had on his apron 
and carpet slippers The rain 
brushed hit face as lightly as 
the fingers of n blind girl seek- 
ing to identify a silent friend 
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by her touch an his features 
iJooe. He yawned, not bemuse 
he was »lrtpy, but because he 
W fci bored by the knowledge 
lhat one*; igun 4 voyage wai 
irji'iing iU end. There had 
(jrtrn 10 many of 1 hem, year in, 
red out 

Thi» vnyage, had been belter 
th* , moat. He liked the girl 
Ca --iridic. He had come to 
llu of her by her Christian 
j.lonr and it had given 
bit., pleasure when the had 
COi tQ hit galley in the early 
ittfl and sat on thr table 
U>J talked lo him. It had not 
til ft him long to rcaliie that 
tin h»« riot really come for 
. hut for some excuse lor 
g about the First Officer. 
And as for Michel Mnrrl, a 
Mind man could ice that he 
hud fallen dreplv in love with 
Michel And GahrieJIc. They 
wmild make a handsome pair 
two — once the coffin in 
(he hold had been off-loaded 
and deposited for (rood and all 
Mil rrc it belonged — in the rail 
ol Saint Roger. 

l(e heard Gabrielle't step on 
th after-deck. He trailed 

I didn't expect you thij 
m ming, ixuricmoiKilc." 

But you've not «ame coffee 
feu me?" 

But oi eourte, mademoiselle. 

IM into the galley out of the 
ra.fL 

He poured out a cup, his 
ha- k to her, When he turned 
n>:nd he iaw to hit lurprue 
rh ' the was smiling Hr thoolt 
hi; head. 

'Forgive mr. mademoiselle, 

i you look as if you were 
in ag to a wedding and not a 
funeral" 

Tin going to both, Bernard. 
0»e today, and the other coon, 
I '.'ipe." 

'I needn't ajk von if it is 
thr First Officer'" 

No. You needn't ask " She 

ii <hrd. '*It is." She »t on 
th table and drank her coffee 
"1 71 going up to the bridge 
fc> rt to wait for the light to 
come up and to gel my first 
- .nse of Saint Roger. Bui 
f ".-anted to come here first and 
th nk you for all your km dura* 
lo tic and lay 'au rrvoir' to vou, 
iVnard* 

Vm afraid it's not 'au 

uir," mademoLielle, but 
7 od*bye r ." 

Nonsetiir. I shall see you. 
M c he! and T shall sre ya u 
mi-ny timet in Dieppe when you 
- ne back from vour voyages." 

I would like to think that, 
m •demoiselle. That would be 

hing to look forward to. I 
. I r . . usually stay on 
b.'ird when we're in port." 

'I know that, too. Michel 
told mt And I know why" 
put down her cup and got 
Oti the table. "I'm going to 
■> you to do ■omclhing very 

icuh Michel rold mr about 
f ir wifr. When E go ashore 
tail morning and follow . . . 
wKst'i in the hold up the hill, 
nlrsie knmv thai I thai) be 
'h-: iking of her . , . at well at 
of other people. If vou can, 
Ctra to the rmnllert degree, 
stintify her with him. it wilt 
mike my step all the Lighter," 
le twallawed. 

I'll trv. And 1 would like 
in say that - . that the First 
Or . c er ij the matt for tunate 
of men." 

"Oh, ii he! You've never seen 
m- in 1 temper yet " She held 

her hand. "Au revoir, Bern- 
ard — in Dieppe." 

' Au revoir , mad era oiieJle, 
Ar.j thank yon-" 

rabririle went forwrtrd in the 
rainy dark. She was aware for 

tint time for many davi of 
'ii- itrady grumble and ipm 
<d the thip'i enginei. As the 
r] < nbed the slairi to thr upper 
&rxk the thought that the could 
tee the jet-black shape of the 
bows rising and falling against 
'-'i it bad been a hidden hori- 
Mn She Hopped and peered 
■ -.(\ Yet. Tt was certain now 
*n ■ there was indeed a very 
faint nrryTje** as the rim of 
*u iky. 
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Soon the could pick out fjjtn 
dark blur of the look mi I man 
m the chains and there wa» u 
paleness about the wn deck*. 

She climbed ihr strep itepi to 
the hrtdgr and tip-tord into th? 
starboard wing. Gaston wai at 
the helm and, glancing over 
her ihaulder, she taw Michel in 
the lit chart room. He wu bend- 
ing over a glass-topped table 
with the Captain and the Navi- 
gating OfTirer, and his dufFV- 
coat wat sodden with rain. Shr 
wai all of a moment overcome 
with ihyness. She wai contem- 
plating flight when he came 
out of the chartroom and strode 
to the bridge. He might have 
changed hn mind in the night 
—or anything. Even now, if 
the had moved very quietly in 
the gk^om, he might not ace 
her. If only the could reach 
her cabin unseen . • . 
"Gabriellc." 

He came to her twiftly and 
took het two hands in hit and 
kitted her fingers. 

"1 didn't see you, my darling, 
hiding there in the Corner." 

"You . . . you haven't 
changed you mind B* 1 

"What do you mean?" 

"T onlv thought you might 
have changed vour mind Oyer- 
night— about m, I mean. And 
if you have . . . it*t all right." 

He held her nwav from him 
at hit two arm*' length muling. 
Then he drew her towardt him 

J4 Snrrv my duffle-coat'i ao 
wet." 

"I don't care. And you . . . 
haven't changrd your mind v ' 

No. Not in tmv way." 

She held hit hands 10 tightly 
that her bones teemed to rrack. 

"I have been dreading trv 
day for 10 long but now I havr 
00 more fear, Michel. I ihall 
do what it atkrd of me and 
you will be at my side. I find 
it very difficult to explain, but 
111 the past few minute* an 
extraordinary conviction h.v 
come to me." She Looked 
straight ahead. "1 believe that 
Jacques de Robot withes mr 
well H 

"But, mr darling, Jacques de 
Robot is dead." 

"I know that. But I still be- 
lieve thai he wiihei mr well." 

The "Gay DolphinY' bowt 
were clear now again tt the 
tpreading milk and rnnther-ol- 
pearl of the dawn. Down in 
the engine-room there was an 
excited whirring of helLi. I :. 
vesiel teemed to tigh and, al- 
most imprrccptiblv, the btw- 
wavr at but lowered its white 
crest, 

"1 must go to my cabin now 
- . . and get rcadv " 

He kitted her with great 
teudrmeit. 

"How very gentle your kiasf-i 
are, Michek-and how strong 
vour hand*. I . . I am a lot 
more blessed than I deterge to 
be." 

Saint Roger emrrgrd from 
the mi»t at a grey smear af 
and. ihapcteu under rloudt that 
twathed Ihr simimiU of it* vol- 
canic hilLv At the light hard- 
encd, the outline of the coast, 
pickrd out in white foam, be- 
came mcjre definite and the 
land mare dark. The Light of 
La FalLaize blinked rhythmic- 
ally. Ringing its ever- weakening 
beam over the tossed waters ol 
the bay. There wai a curve 
of' tand, colorlrii with rain, 
with a fringe of uturabed 
palmi behind. Then the town 
began haphazardly in a scat- 
tered rath of shanties, their 
corrugated -iron roofi gtaien- 
ing. 

From a huddle at lit ware- 
house!, a woodrn pier poked itt 
dirty fingernail into the tea 
The "Gay Dolphin," her en- 
gine! nearly at rett. detcribrd a 
ikiw majestic term-circle, a tea- 
hird perched on her masthead 

The Prefect of Saint Roger 
came very slowly up the ttairs 
to the port deck. He looked 
ga unt and ttrnined, and the 



from page 46 

hand that he put on the rail 
wat that of an old man 

"Good morning, Onclc 
Julet." 

"Good morning, child. Did 
you deep?" 

"Not much. But I'm quite 
all right — to go on." 

"I know that. You are a 
perton □[ great courage and 
. . . and great integrity. We 
will be going aihore in a few 
ininutej. 1 ... I talk too much. 
I think 1 must be too fond of 
talking, to I'll make thtt than. 
When today's ceremony it over, 
I in going to retire. To govern 
negroet with justicr and with 
confidence, one nerd* confi- 
dence in oneself and thai T 
have lost. It is my unalterable 
decision. It it too much to 
hope that you and your Michel 
would come and tee me tome- 
itmrt 

"Of course we shall come 
and see you, Uncle Jules. You 
in Paris and Bernard in 
Dieppe." 

"Bernard? Oh, ycl. I remem- 
ber, Bernard it thr man who 
makes such delicious croissants 

f . 

' Wtjrstferu serial ; 
by poptflor 

! Australian ; 
author 

; piftST issalalmriiE will ! 

' appear next wr>rk of ' 

' "WilRDER AND PtKrP f 

I JENN1\" lateat novel t» ; 

I ihe popular Analralistfi ! 

" Piithw. Marmot NcviUc ' 

J Msiit men were in t 

, love with, attractive Jrn- ' 
' n? — m Bhe didn't lark 

I help and sympathy when i 

t a murdered body wk \ 

\ found In ber flat, ftul > 

1 Jentt7 Wit a paradox. ' 

' and our aid friend*, fie- , 

' treliy e-Jnspeelrtr Groscnn ' 

f and Scrveanl Manntni;. ' 

; are fared with a big 1 

I problem when they eomr ' 
■ to InvMlipjal^ lhj« pnr 
" lirislarly bafTling mur- 

: der. ; 

j Msurgog Nevillr i* well ' 

* known to Oktr readers* at \ 

* we have pnblifhFdi num ■ 
( pMinn n.f her myitery »er- 

* ial* and short atoriea, , 
J while her '"WiiRDER Of ' 

f the tmi^tti/rVED^ ; 

I w#i very popular a* nnr > 

t of our novel supple- ' 

' Tnenl*, TTiii lalcflt serial 

* will rertnlnly prove eipr- ' 
1 einlly popular aUo. 



The firm two persons on your 
visiting lilt — thr c*-Prefec( of 
Saint Roger and the baker of 
he 'Gay Dolphin.' My whole 
world has changed Do you 
want me to tell you anything 
about thr people you'll meet, 
people like Captain Georgci, 
or my friend Father Pierre?" 

She ihoolc her head. 

"No. Let me just meet them 
And your world hasn't changed. 
It'i you who have changed, 
Untie Jules. I think everyone 
baa changed who knew — or 
didn't know — Jacques de 
Robot." 

"Yes, I suppoir you art 
right." He looked out over the 
bay. At the light of the island 
of which he wat it ill Prefect, 
he stiffened like a gun-do(f at. 
the whiir of a bird coming 
down-wind and at the bung 
of a cartridge. Hit eye* fUihrd 
with the embers of their old 
fire. He drew himself upright. 
Hiv hand fell on his hip. "T 
teem to lee a banner on thr 
jetty. It ii thoughtful— but 
illegal — of my people to wel- 
come me with bannrrt Can 
you read the lettering, Gabri- 
elle?' 1 

"Yea." She glanctd at him 
with pity. "It says 'WELCOME 



HOME, JACQUES'." She 
slipped her hand into the 
crook of his arm and squeezed 
hit elbuw. "Bui it could be 
•JULES'." 

"Ah. It could be. But it 
isn't." 

"It should be." 

The engines of the "Cay 
Dolphin" rated themselves into 
quietness. The bow-wave al - 
ready diminished, lost ittelf in 
the lea. Three wai a great 
clanking and rattling as the 
anchor lowered itielf into the 
v.-. and gripped the bay with 
its fang. A Right of step* ap- 
peared as if by magic at the 
vesie|*i side From the shore, 
a ragged volley of rifle-fire 
tounded, and before the muffled 
cchoci had died away, thr tod- 
den drumi of the Saint Roger 
town band had begun to beat 
a welcome home to then hero. 

The next half-hour pasted 
Like a icriet nf Lantern ilidei, 
glimpsed briefly and matched 
away. An oblong box bring 
taken reverently out of 1 an 
oblong hole just over the water- 
line and put lengthways mti 
a launch that kept banginv 
againit the thip'a hull, the tpa 
and spurt of an outboard motor 
and Ihr awtd faces of negroet: 
the white wiapt of usoke from 
the sputtering exhaust; the 
launch bucketing and slewing 
arroM the bay towardt the 
je try with i ts sal lira led ban ■ 
nrn: the launch coming bark, 
iti burden off-loaded. 

The flight or Itrpi at the 
vesael'i side were difficult to 
navigate and a watery gap 
yawned between them and the 
launch. GstblicUc jumped and 
ihr hand that caught) her hand 
wai Mic.hclY The wind and 
rain tangled ittelf is her red 
hair and ihe had lo hold her 
»c;i rf ft) ich tl v Th e h elmaman 
wore a tattered shirt and shortH 
and a straw hat and he grinned 
at her ihyly. shifting hi? 
gigantic, flapping feet. 

All the rime thr smell of the 
land wai becoming itronger and 
oaorr pungent. Spices T wet 
vegetation, salt wiirr, decaying 
ft*h. The launch bobbed up and 
down on the tide .md the worn 
boards of the jetty were t[ip- 
ppry Again Gabrielle jumped 
and again the tame strong hnnti 
was: there to draw her to safety. 

Black hortei, their hides 
steaming: black faces with 
liquorice eyci staring , . , 
one of the moit vivid imprcs- 
tions at the procriuori patted 
a blind leper squatting by B 
pyramid of limei that no onr 
wanted to buy; a black child 
with a distended ttomacb 
offering 0 wet bunch of flow- 
ert . , . 

"May I present Captain 
Georgw. Chief of Police* May 
I prcflrflr Fathrr Pierre. Cure of 
our island? May I present 
may T present . . . may I pre- 
sent , , . Excuie me, 
mademoijeUe T have you an y 
mciBagr for the people of 
America ... of Great Britain 
. . , of France ... of the Soviet 
Union . . 

Say nothing, my darling. 
Only know that I am betide 
you . . . hortei' heads totting 
. . homes' muidei bulging as 
they lean forward and take the 
train . . . the iron-ihod wheel* 
of the hearse rumbling on the 
worn timbers of the pier . . . 
the streaming, packed, silent 
Itrerts of the town . . . 
^up^-dc-ma-blonde" , . . *'All 
dr darkiei am &*weepin' 
"Masia'i in de cold, cold 
ground' 1 . , . 

"In th* name of the Father 
and of the Son and of the Holy 
Ghoit. Dear Brethren " 

Father Pierr*- paused md 
lookrd at the packed congre- 
gation. Never before had hr 
known hit church so full, for 
not only was every pew 
crammed to luffocation, but 
Degrees thronged thr aisles and 
cluitrrcd mund the doors In 



the front pew on the left, the 
commentatort of three nation! 
tat ( in frigid proximity, 
squashed one against the other. 
There was the Prefect, the girl 
Mademoiielle DeUge. the First 
Officer of the "Gay Dolphin. - ' 
there wat Arniand Even thr 
night-club proprietor had hon- 
ored the church with hia pres- 
ence. It could have been thr 
greatest day in Father Pierre's 
life. He sighed. 

"I ice before mr a vaai 
number of people, all of whom 
have come together to do honor 
to the late Jacques de Robot. 
One person, alas, is milling. We 
bad all hoped to welcome the 
President of Saint Matador who 
had rx pressed a wish to attend 
with a delegate. A wireless met- 
■age, received just over an hour 
ago, reii d 6 as follows . 'THE 
PRESIDENT OF SAINT 
MATADOR BEGS TO BE 
EXCUSED BY THE PEOPLE 
OF SAINT ROGER OWING 
TO THE SUDDEN DEMISF. 



OF THE DELEGATE fir 
HAD HOPED TO BRING 
WITH HIM STOP MESSAGE 
ENDS'." 

Father Pienr lifted hit bir- 
etta and cjoitcd himself. "Mav 
the null of Thy servant dr- 
parted through the mercy of 
God rett in peace. Amen " Hr 
replaced hit bireaa. 

"I now turn to the subject ol 
the here* of Saint Roger. It 
would be fooliih of mr (o ig- 
nore the fart that there hb» 
been Controversy amongst the 
nationt at to the place wherr 
hr died and the political 
allegiance which he gave. But 
there hat been no dispute at tu 
the manner in which he died 
All are agreed on his couraKr 
Courage and the giving of onr'» 
life for others is the greatest 
act of charity. 1 ask you there- 
fore to look on the coffin be- 
fore you as a mute symbol of 
the nobility of man, of all men 
made in Cod's image 

"In the name of thr Father 
and nf the Son and of the 
Holy Ghosi. Arorn " 

(Copyright j 



YOU'RE SURE 
OF SUCCESS! 




The W a&Ntw 
spring of 

the curl 1 
prom 

H'sa 




JUST VET YOUR HAIR 

with Prom md mrl it up. 
In ill in in ltd - riii»e ynur 

hrad nith warm wattjr, 
Thai's .ill yiui hair ti» oVl 
INkm. loii'ir lr*ie I«j *Ut ju>l 
whatever you likt, while 
your hair fa dr\iui, uatiir 
all> <in the « tu in And 
yim'n* clurinurK elHlfi4rnt 
«f nure ami rrrtiiiti >iMTe»-» 
ever) time. Deep oaliirai 
■ ami itaing, npriii|g> 

etll'U. Lovely, lively li t iii 
lli.il tluavK lixtL* naturally 
eurlj. Iftn'l nunhlr-lrrr 
Pyotn HomleilulV 



Fir Yoor First Home Perm! 

Yon dnn'i nrrtl tmy eitperienre 
u-hon vmi rue t*rnm. It's trmtUlr- 
frr* mtt fait-priHff . Hr utrm In 
u«* ir fw your fi.rn immr ftrttn. 

MEW PROM "JUNIOR". 

for and curk 4nd lidyin^ up bolween 
p«rmt. Now en t«l« 9/- 



USf WITH 

HOME fERM 
CUKLfKS 
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Even together... 
cfoci cant tell 



m apart 




There'll be bonnets on die green when Mother gets home! We don'L know the 
ringleader of this little kitchen adventure, because even logeiha you can't tell the Burton triplets apart. 

only their names are different. Just like that cornflour Mrs. Burton thinks Li safe and 
sound in the pantry— it could he either Clement's, Wade's or Brown and Polaon's, because here 
again the cornflour is identical, it's only the names that arc different depending on 
which State you're in. If the triplets lived in Queensland they'd be using Clement's cornflour 
for sure, in any other State except New South Wale* it would be Brnwri and Poison's, but as they 
really live in Sydney the Burton kitchen is getting a generous garnishing with Wade's cornflour. 



Good cooks say: "You can t beat cornflour for making delightful desserts* sauces, cakes 
and biscuits, but—you must use only a gen uine maize cornflour o) super- fine iputHy 
That's why WADES. CLEMENTS and BROWN 4 POLSONS cornflour is the 
number one choice of Australian housewives. It is the very best that money can buv, it's 
genuine maiie cornflour full oj field-fresh flavour and sun-drenched goodness, and 
its trip le refin ed for smoother, creamier cornflour cooking. 



7% 



CORNFLOUR 



fV yw cakes 



frvtiWe 
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FREE SAMPLE OF HUE TORY'S CBSTARI POWDER 

Just send your name and address to Clifford Love & Co. Ltd.. 75 
Clarence St.. Sydney, for a FREE sample of Uncle Toby's Custard 
Puwikr — another Clifford Love quality product you should try. 

BY THE MANUFACTURERS OF UNCLE 



Merc', un ine&ptnshc inri icTumpiwiu. 
isiK rreii in cfwrm il* chcKMtcil 
jfipeuic. You a imply mike l utRfldwl 
mature Nuncmangc .nn1 u*t I ui ot 
ihrltcj rtwcofoEc u Auvnurin^ Remove 
it fiotn llur beat arni ttir in L lurtpofin 
nf huitci. T Wraipjnn of coffee essence 
■Jul liie? >1«IV of I egg. Whip the cirjE 
while nifty and then Mil mu-t the 
mUlurc. Serve thn ddifhlful voxel In 
mdivkJuil diiln with ■ •.prinLluif al 
chopped nut» 



The iff, next lime \<n: bake « cake 
Cry one of ihcie deliphidjl, rUviminl 
Siting* artel we what i difference n 
nrvkct. Jlbi mile b tiartdnnJ muturr 
Mjrumanije uuEijt V) pim of milk and 
addmc a few drop* of either pineapple, 
hnuiw, CJJJamel. rHpberry or fttrawberry 
favoured eunice. Cltini logrtrkt? 1 
inbtapoon of tunr and I tablespoon 
ot butter. When the tilnru.ni a iij)( b uuik 
cold, gradually S«t ii inm it» crcrnxd 
mixture. 



Krvitie is itelkioiH fot breikfut. hinch 
Oi iej Make it u.ih an y v-rfl Inm To 
1 lb. <a (inil mt I to 3 )evf| ubk«poow 
of com Hoof. Mcardutf lu ihiekww 
icquired Slew /run m pini of wnis 
till under, [Evii rub through tie**. Mil 
wmflwir with Uuk of ihe fruit puree, 
Keul re« of rrufte wilh >-* 1 nblcipoom 
wtjat, *dd tomfUmi, Ulr nil tailing 
fkHl 3 minute*, lorring, Pour into bowl 
Sprinkle m cantor ?k>gir lu itup ikm 
forming 



TOBY'S OATS AND UNCLE TOBY'S CUSTARD 

The Australian Women's Weesly 
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BY OUR FOOD AND 
COOKERY EXPERTS BS - 

You will be caught in a tide of compliments 
you turn the day'- calch into quickly prepared 
electable food to satisfy sharp appetite*. 



4 DAY'S fishing can be 
». thrilling, but the best part 
when you arc home and i:om- 
irtablc and the ratr h is cooked 
iid attractively served. 
Fish is more often overrooked 
ntn undercooked. Li should be 
ivorrd carefully su thai the real 
>li ntavor is not lost, and mokr-i! 



only until the llesh is white and 
flaky and can be easily separated 
irom thi bones. 

When frying rish to serve "cold, 
use oil instead of fat to avoid that 
cold fai taste 

Trs the ways of preparing rish 
given here- 'ITifv'rr delicious 

All spoon mcasurr-meius are 
Irvrl 



SPICED BREAM 
Dnr large bream, snapper, ctr 
flalhead, ) cup vinegar, j cup water. 
2 cloves, 3 pepperrnms, small pinch 
uulrucg, sprig ol parsley and mint, 
slice of anion. 2 IrasjKXMis salt. 

Wash fish well in salted water, 
trim hns and tail Pla, r in e^-ased 
ovenwarc dish, Place vinegar, water, 
cloves, prppcmirns, nutmeg, pars- 
ley, mint, onion, and salt into an 
enamel-lined saucepan. Bring to 
boil, cool iligtltlv. piilir ever fish, 
trover with greased paper, hakr in 
moderate oven 20 to 25 minutes 
until flesh it white and flaky. Cool, 
hairing ncriii.iunatly witli liquid. 




Lift on to serving-dish, add sliced 
olives and salad garnish. Serves 3 
or 4. 

FISH WITH SAVORY DRESSlNt, 
Fight jewfish steaks or other 
steaks or fillets, 1 lemon, 2 cups 
breadcrumbs, I dessertspoon finely 
chopped onion, 2 or 11 tablespoons 
finely chopped celery, I teaspoon 
salt, pinch pepper, 4 teaspoon grated 
lemon rind, j tablespoons melted 
shortening. 

Wash hsh, wipe dry with clean 
cloth. Rub all over with cut lemon 
i "in:,!! ■ breadcrumbs and remain- 
ing ingredients ( except cheese ) . 
Spread over fish, sprinkle vsuli 
cheese. Arrange on greased trays 
and bake in moderate oven until 
tish is tender and lopping browned 
Serve with com ovstcrs. Serves 6. 

CORN OYSTERS 
Two cups drained whole-kernel 

corn, '1 eggs, a c«P flour, \ teaspoon 
salt, J teaspoon pepper, I teaspoon 
haking powder. 

Crush well -drained corn with 
lurk. Arid beaten eggs, then fold in 
Hour silted with sail, pepper, and 
baking powder. Mix well, m.iknig 
a stiff dropping consistency. Prop 
a dessertspoonful at a lime into I in. 
deep fuming fat or oil, When brown 
underneath, turn to brnwn other 
side. Drain on kitchen paper, serve 
piping hot. Makes 1 down. 

ORANt.K KNOTS 
Onr and a quarter cups milk, -tot. 
butler or suhstitute. l-3rd cup sugar. 
I leaspoon salt, I cake compressed 
yeast, 2 eggs, ; cup orange juice. .! 
dessertspoons grated orange rind, - r > 

cups III. 11! 

Scald milk, add shortening, lugat. 
and salt, rtxil to lukewafm Add 



• Fhh steak* 
ttith earn oy» 
left. Ornn'nr 



green petit, ant 



• A large bream, flathead, oi 
tnttpttrr. caked in n tpitf 
marinade, it dtlirictu H'reil 
cetd with erlip curled rod- 
tibtt, hnur*>. (amnio and 
anion Wires. thaHoti. and 
pramnu See recipe fcefoie. 



crumbled yeast, stir until dissolved 
Add eggs, orange juice and rind, beat 
well. Sift Hour, make well In centre, 
pour in licjuid ingredients; mix to 
soft dough. Cover, Irave to o.io'i 
10 minutes. Knead oil lightly floured 
board, place in greased bowl, leave 
lo rise in warm place 2 hours until 
doubled in bulk. Punch down, knead 
slightly on Houred bonrd, roll to Jin. 
thickness. Cut into Jin. strips inn. 
or 7in. long. Tie each tn a knot, 
place on greased tray a. Cover, leave 
to rise in warm place until doubled 
in size. Bake in hot oven 15 minutes. 
Ice if desired. Makes _'t to I duren 

OLD-STYLE BAKED FI1-LETS 
Two mcdiurn*siz£d oninns, 2 
tablespoons butler or substitute, salt, 
pepper, 4 medium-sired fish fillels. 
olive oil, I lemun, J cup soft white 
breadcrumbs, extra hulirr nr sub 
ititule, chopped parsley, } cup 
, rumbled crisp baron. 

Slice peeled onions very thinly 
saute in butler Ot substitute until 
soft and transparent but not 
brnwned. Season with salt and pep- 
per. Wash and dry fillets, rub 
both sides with cm lemon. Arrange 
in oiled hiking-dish, sprinkle with 
■alt and pepper. Cover with mueed 
onions and sprinkle with bread- 
crumbs Dot grurroush wiih extra 
butter, bake in hot oven 12 tn 15" 
minutes. Serve sprinkled with pars- 
ley and bacon Serves 4 



and baked are goad terted 
m, a* dfHJrratrsi ar 
a maicr. and r*rj 
\pei un Ihli page- 



1 
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ANEWTEATTHATENCOURAGES 

THE NATURAL GROWTH OF 
BABY'S MOUTH AND TEETH 

\ brand new improved teat Kir your Steadiflow 
liaby*? feeding bottle- (he Sieadiflow real by Ansell. 
If* (he nearest thing to natural feeding that modern 

icicnee can devise — encourages natural erowih and 
prevents malformation. 



OTWO DIFFERENT 
TEATS — There ar* 

Otwo St«adu)ow Teats, 
each gw&s a differen? 
Mow of food. For the 
very youns h*bie-i 
there's i tes.1 with one holt 
and for the older anen there's 
a Steadtfitiw teat with three 
holes- This gives a Ruw to 
dim the baby :s digestion — it 
-lirninates tlie pain and dis- 
comfort of wind and colic. 



EVEN NATURAL 
MILK FLOW — 

$>,*r Twin valves at the 
^ bnse at the teat 
alliiw air Co enter the bottle 
as the millc is withdrawn This 
illows an even Sow and pre- 
veniK coUoph ol the teat. 



BETTER RUBBER 
LASTS LONGER — 

Th« Slcadlfiuw 
teat by Ansell ir. 
made of the purest rubber. 
Your extra investment pays 
ciff in wear alone. 



DESIGN! D ON 
MEDICAL ADVia- 

I I # The new shape a! 

— die S;^Jhnk-w teat 

ia- ihe remrt cA 
njvice given by Icadm*; Babv 
Heallh AuihuririL'L-. They have 
■■vii: realised that a correctly 
tinned Tent curt hulp the 
r-ir, [. . ni' of baby's mouth ws, 
well u cut down cuJlc 



HIGH SHOULDER 
HOLDS MOUTH I 
TtHH NATURALLY 



BHQf * mouth und 
are held in the perfect 
tatural position during the 
vital formative year; thin 
lekpa prevent mal ■formation' 



TUCKS INSIDE 
THE BOTTLE 
WHEN NOT IN 

USE — 

An Exclusive rc- 
I ractiun device allows the 
Sieadiflow icat to be tucked 
nside the bottle. Teat re- 
mains untouched by hand 
and perfectly sterile. 








l/*d. from all Chemis 

Oeiif ne4 for the won o'er fa f 

SlrJaMfTow Sahy'i Feeding Bott/p. 




V 

R.ileiuti SlranutJ Foods save mothers so muL'h 
time. lis M trouble at all preparing a 
variety of lasly meals lor baby this new con- 
venient way. It*s so much cheaper, ion. 
Raleigh Strained Foods arc wholesome, nutri- 
tious and arc prepared under [ lie most hygienic 
conditions from only the lincsl selected Ausi- 
ralinn raw fruits, vegetables and mens. 

/kM-rortujirfhit/iy Itfutlli trmffiafipivtrpiriMiril 
ilrmiml fnt'th unit 'imh Kwe/wrr irnrX.i 



/ 



STRAINED FOODS 

M.nut.cturtd trj RiMigh p 'i t Co. Lid 



--!r 




. ••• 




I SMOOTH hulltrKotth 
1 icing and chapped 
mnrihmatttncM mask*' 
an unusual Icipfdna; 
for thit KpU-r take- 



Spice cake wins £5 



# A delicious spice iake topped with 
el topped m a r?*h mallows and bultenicotch 
icing wins tills Week's uiain prise of £5, 

TIME the buuoscotch 
icine; accurately, and 
COn Lin u e bcatin g unti I it 
hoick its shape. 

\JL <poon measurements in 
Out recipes are level. 

Recipe* fnr this weekly con- 
tent should he addressed to 
Box 40B8 T G.P.O., Sydney, 
and clearly marked "Cookery 
Contest. " 

I hey ■should be written or 
typed on one %ide of the paper 
nnly and full natrtr and .id- 
dress, including State* should 
btr given on each page. 

MARSHMAIXOW SPICE 
CAKE 

Four ounce* butler or sab* 
^tirute, 1 cup castor sugar, 2 
fETRS I teaspoon v&nilla rsv- 
^encr, Sot, flour, 3 teaspoons 
hidung- powder, pinch sail, \ 
cup ruilk t j teaspoon euch at 
spice and cinnumnn, ( tea- 
spoon nutmeg, 2oz. chr>pprd 
wa I nui\. Utf. yanilla mirsh- 
irullows. 

Cream butter or njbstitute 



with Migar and v;mitla. Add 
egg* one at a lime, beating 
well after eacb uddilion. Fold 
in sifted flour, hakin g-powder, 
.uid uilt alternately with milk. 
Divide tnixturr into two. To 
iinc half add spifp. * iini.unoii. 
and nuimre. To the niher add 
shupped walnuts. Fill mix- 
tures aheniLUeK into greased 
8in. cake-tin. a spoonful at a 
timr. BfiJu; iti inudcrate oven 
I hour. Allow to cool. Arrange 
qunncriKl marshniyllows on 
lop, Prepare f ro^tizig. Place 2 
t up brown flugar, i cup white 
-lU^Ltr, pinch salt, and j pint 
milk coffee in .i saucepan. 
Stir over low heat until fiu^ar 
dissolves. Bring tn the boil, 
cook further 7 to 10 minutes, 
nr to the *'«ift-hall stage." 
Remove from heat, add 1 
dessertspoon butter. Cool 
slightly, stir in I teaspoon 
vanilla. Bear until thickened, 
pour rpver mnrshmallows. 

First prize of £5 to Mrs* M. 
Ross, Mail Bar 13, .Sala- 
mander Bay, via Newcastle, 
N.S.W. 



Tmii|\y luxury dish 



HERRING TEMPTATION 



This week. Timy, 
1 Club, gives nn unusual 
dish fnr two persona. 

flTRY this recipe some 
A day for a guest whom 

you know is fond of 

piquant dishes," he says. 

"I'm sure it will be 

appreciated." 
Two salt herring*, S or 4 

raw potatoes, 1 tmall onion, 

I cup cream. 
Clean herringi and *oak 

nvernight. Remove skin and 

liones. Cut ihe fillets in Jin. 

■dices. Peel and prepare fine, 

march - like. 'hoe - string 



at Sydney's Colony 
luncheon or j*npp<~*r 



potatoes. Peel and mince 
onion and brown slightly in 
.1 little butter. Butter a bak- 
ing-dish and make alternate 
lavers of potatoes, herring, 
and onion, making tbe lop and 
ViHom layers of potatoes. 
Pour cream in carefully — ^t 
should comr halfway up the 
rlurkneSK of the miKturr. Rake 
inout 1 hour in ovim at 37S 
nVRT-pcs, and cover dish dur- 
ing the lost 2(1 minutes. 
Should the mixture scorn Too 
dry. add a little more crram. 



FAMILY 
DISH 

Fish bails made with 
home-cooked or tinned 
fish and served with 
velvelyvemoolb rurry 
sauce make this 
week's family dUh. 

THE fish balls and sauce 
cost approximately 
5/9. Serve them with HulTv 
rice instead of potato, and 
gTcen vegetables. T hey are 
verv tasty, and arc sure to 
be popular. 

FISH BALLS WITH 
CURR1KU Ktiti SAUCE 
One and Ihreequartcr cups 
flaked cooked Ash i or 1 l2oz- 
lin . 1 cup mashed potato, 
1 lahlrspoon minced shallot 
or I dessertspoon finely 
chopped oniciu, 1 deverLipoou 
chopped parsley, %all and 
pepper io lasre. 1 egg, 2 table- 
spoons milk, browned bread- 
crumbs, fat for frying- 

Saucci Two drssrrtspuons 
butter or suhstitnlc, 3 dessert- 
l«'uos flour, salt, pepper, 1 
teaspoon curry powder (or 
more according to laslc). J 
cup evaporated tuilk, ) cup 
water, I hard-boiled egg. 

Mix flaked fish with mashed 
poiato. shallot or onion, 
parsley, sail, and pepper. Beat 
egg, add half to milk and btl- 
jnce to fish mixture. Mix well, 
jhape into balls, using a little 
flour when shaping. Dip in 
beaten egg and nulk. then coat 
with browned breadcrumbs 
Deep fry in hot fat until 
golden brown. Drain nn kit- 
chen paper, keep hot while 
preparing sauce. Melt butter 
nr substitute, add flour, salt, 
pepper, and currv powder. 
Stir until smooth, cook 3 min- 
utes without bttiwninn. Add 
evaporated milk and water, 
stir until boiling. Add 
chopped, hard-boiled egit and 
pour over ttsh balls. 



Cnpinff with hni-wv(ttht>r prohtvtns 



HOT, snltrv weather 
brings various prob- 
lems to the voune 
inexperienced mother in 
the care and feeding of a 
babv. Many adjustments 
have to be made in 
clothing, bedclothes, and 
diet. 



By SISTFA MARY JACOB 
Ihir Mothrrcrafl Nurse. 

A cellular singlet or shirt 
and a napkin arc all the clrith- 
ing a baby needs. Napkins 
made nf tllter or lour thick- 
nessi'i of butter muslin are 
cooler and less irritating nn 
-weltering dav* than the 
thicker towelling napkins. 

There is grave risk in sriv- 



ina milk which is unboiled, 
and for babies and toddlers it 
is a wise plan to boil all water 
used lor drinking purposes, 

A helpful leaflet on hot 
weather problems ran he ob- 
UtlnrieJ from The Australian 
Women * Weekly Mothercrnft 
Service Bureau. Box 40RR. 
C.P.O, Svdnev A stamped 
addre-isrd envelope should he 
sent. 



Make richer 
Ice Cream 
this quicker 
easier way.. 



RAFT 
ICE 
CREA 
MIX 




FREEZE UNTIL SET 



THEN BtAT THOROUGHLY 
AMD RE-FREEZE 




6 luicioui iBrves of lit 
richoit ica cream you've avor 
laired — from m 4 Ox. tlnl 
Kraft Ice Cream is the quiet, 
easy, most economical way 'a 
give your family ice crnim 
whenever Ibey want jl! 



3 FLAVOURS 

VAN lit A . . , STRAWBERRY 

. . . CHOCOLATE 
Vanitla also in 12 tu 
family si» tin. 




MADE BY KRAFT FOODS 
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Continuing 



The Two Secrets 



Of Miss Staples 



■abridge they were stupprd 
the car wai scnrcher.1. 

Dinner was over when ihey 
n back to the hotel, but the 
,ef. catching their mood, said 
lie'd <lo his best. On their way 
the dining-room they >aw 
i the lounge tin* elderly lndy 
earn c* t conversation with 
surly viinr.il 
"Thai pairs everyone off 
< fy " Roger said, smiling 
Animated by him, her out- 
u:ji, the whole wonderful day, 
brty\ said: "Von know what. 
K-jft<T ? I think that woman' i 
Agnes Faith.' 1 

Rogrr lowed at her, aurt- 
Ird. "Agn-Ei who?" 

tV You wouldn't know her. 
Sba 1 tip* writer" 

What sort of writer, 
Beryl ?" 

Beryl srniled a.1 him guiltily. 
Jut a writer of rubbish like 
. , tike Sheridan P Knight. 

That night Beryl couldn't 
leep. The part was haunting 
\rt She thought of the shal- 
low chid clerk in her firit job, 
the shifty manager in her 
second, the amorous publisher. 
Ihev all termed such shadows 
Ueside the vital reality of 
Roger CUrave. 

She thought with dismay of 
the hooka she had written. The 

hamcters who peopled them 
.ad irrmed so alive when she 
and created them. Now they 

ppeared as horrtrl little pup- 
rets without a decent feeling 
amongst them And her be- 
loved Agnes Faith, whose 

eroCJ h.id done duty for 
.t-:irly 20 years, were quite 
lonthsorac. Now she knew that 
ret] men weren't Like thai At 

J 

Beryl tOMCd mileaaiy in the 
ornfortable hotel bed. She'd 
..rver write another thriller. It 
.veu impossible now. Sheridan. 
P Knight was dying a linger- 
death that night. And she'd 
rirver read another Agnes Faith. 
In fact she'd tear up the one 
he'd broutrht with her. She 
reached for the light . . 

The sound of a car Approarh- 
,11 c down thr narrow road to 
ihe hotel made her pause. Tor 
l moment its lights flooded her 
......i.. then it w,i> dark again. 

The car hud stopped outside 
jnd doused its lights. 

Beryl looked at the luirn.no lie 
ihal of her travel! in k clock 
S.30 a.m Who was seeking ju> 
t-ommodation at this hour f No 
one was stirring. 

She got out of bed, reached 
in the dark for her dressing- 
gown and went [o the window. 
She peeped out By the en- 
trance to the hotel was a big 
black saloon car Peering into 
the half -open lugsjaste booi she 
■ ould just discern a man. He 
seemed to be talking, whis- 
pering. Absurd, but . . ■ 

Beryl suddenly remembered 
the escaped convict Her 



from page 9 

imagination hrj?an working and 
almost before she knew where 
ihc was she hud two chapters 
of a new thrillei on her hand*. 
After she'd killed Sheridan P. 
Knieht i It was too bad. 

She laughed silently. Then 
the man down below closed the 
boot of thr car and mowed 
away. She saw it was the turlv 
youth 

Beryl suddenly wanted to 
tr> Roger. His room was 
next to hers. Kad he teen what 
was going on ■ She walked 
quietly to her bedroom door, 
opened it, and stepped outsidt' 
into the corridor, ft wax dimh 
lit bv a yellow nighi bulb. A« 
she was about to move down It 
a door at the other end opened 
and th»- eldrrlv Uidv rmcrord. 
She was fully dreosed. 

"Mri. Holi." Beryl whis- 
pered involuntarily. 

The other turned like a 
spring uncoiling. Still and 
watchful one moment, the next 
she hiwi opened her handbag 
and produced something small 
and black and ugly It was an 
automatic pistol, 

"11 you as much as breathe, 
my dear," she muttered, hrr 
voice sharp, threatening, de- 
termined, "you won't breathe 
again, you won't." 

Here was the sort of situa- 
tion that Miss Staples had often 
presented m her hooks yrt had 
n*-ver thought to br. confronted 
with in reality. Oddly enough 
she wasn't conscious of fear, 
only surprise.. All she could 
think of was that Mrs. Holt 
couldn't be Agnet Faith alter 
•11. It only confirmed what 
she'd been thinking in bed. Her 
imagination was our of touch 
with the world, Sheridan P. 
Knight received hit death- 
blow 

"I'll w back to my roam," 
she heard herself say. 

"And 1 give the ahum, my 
dear? Do I look that dumb ? 
You'll come with me, you will v 

"But Tm not dressed. t* 

"W h o cares, my girl? 
There's no one to see you but 
my ions. Come on," 

Beryl moved reluctantly far- 
ward. A yard or »o away the 
corridor rnirrowed where the 
wall jutted out some six in<hcn 
It was just her side of the pro- 
jection, out of sight to Mra 
Holt that the door to Roger's 
room was 

As she nearrd it she taw the 
door was slightly open. She 
could tee half his face watch- 
ing her 

It wai nerve-i^rking to 
pretend not to ser him. She 
not only wanted to see him. She 
was desperate for thr feel of 
his arms round her not bc- 
causc she was frightened but 
because her power of decision 
had deserted her She was 



FOR THE CHILDREN- 



i* TIM 




moving automatically, oppositr 
hi* door now . . . 

Suddenly the door swung in- 
wards, Roger had her by the 
arm And the was inside his 
room. Simultaneously there was 
a loud explosion and the noise 
of shattering glass. 

Roger had slammed his rioot 
"What a wonderful girl you 
nre." he inutterrxj "But it was 
a near thing." 

"Too near." Beryl said 
shakily, [caning cv\ his arm, 

Theri' was activity cm is id r 
Chc hotel now, and the sound 
of running and of doors alam 
ming inside The car eiigni" 
was roaring. Roger gently 
touched Beryl's hand 

"Wait here," he said. 
* It was then that she noticed 
he had a revolver in one hand. 
"What ar< you going to do. 
Roger *" 

"Try and stop th«m. It's the 
convict M 

He was at the window, lr,x>k- 
ing out. Car doors dammed and 
the engine note rose. Beryl 
heard three explosions, saw 
three naihc* at the window, 
saw Roger duck. But it was 
bit gun which had gone off 
He told her later that he was 
aiming at the tyres. He got twt). 

That wai why the police car 
•Coming from the moor in pur- 
suit a lew minutes, later had 
no difficulty in recapturinu thr 
escaped convict. 

Half an hour liter Bervl was 
back in bed. Roger, in a dress- 
ing-gown, was seated on the 
edge of it, 

"Iin'l this a little im- 
proper ?" ihe asked, 

Roaer smiled. "Ti it? Any- 
way we're the only guests left 
now and besides I'm marrying 
you by special licence to- 
morrow. 1 ' He looked at hii 
watch. "1 mean today" 

"Oh! Are you?" 

"That ii, if . . * 

"No i£s," Beryl iaid hastily 
"But how did you know about 
Mrs, Molt?" 

"I didn't But I was a police- 
man once/' He smiled apolo- 
getically. "Before . . ." He hesi- 
tated "Well, once. And 1 
thought I'd seen her before. 
She's notorious. After you'd 
gone to bed 1 checked up on 
the phone with a police friend 
of mine and promised to keep 
my eyei open. Unfortunately I 
wem to sleep." He laughed. "It 
was our wonderful day. How- 
ever, it all turned out all right." 

"And Mrs. Holt ii actually 
that poor convict's mother?" 

Roger nodded- "She was 
down litre with another son, 
pretending they were strangers, 
planning the escape." 

Beryl sighed. "And I thought 
•she was Agnes Faith." 

Roger looked at her un- 
euily, "So yem said. Why?" 

'1 suppose it's my silly habit 
of 'placing' people. Do yon 
know, Roger, 1 thought you 
were Secret Service." 

Roger looked down his dress- 
ing-gown, fiddling wuh the 
cord. "Does it make any dif- 
ference what 1 am. Beryl?" 

Beryl shook her head. ""My 
darling, you can be a nun 
derer . . 

"It'i worse than that," he 
said wearily "I write those 
romantic things you thought 
Mrs. Holt did. I'm Agnes 
Faith " 

Beryl looked at h im in- 
credulously "Oh. no. you pooi 
darling'" tt was a cry from her 
hear! 

Roger nodded uncomfort- 
ably. "Unfortunately it's truL. 
Beryl. Years ago I found I had 
a flair lor that sort of thing 
Hr laukrhed "Funnily enough 
1 always wished I toutd wtiIi 
like that chap 1 was Is* tins 
last night." 

"What! Sheridai, V 
Knight!" said BtJyj "bus 
Rower he's dead now. he ■ 
dead " 

And suddenly she was laiipl, 
ma in his arm* 

I (Japyriirhr 




U ) Doctors know it 

-, "=Y All mothers should 

Only Velveeta give* 

you all 



milks 



goodness 




Yes! Velvccia pves you nil ili< 
pnotiiiess of milk. So vou sec. 
Velvcfita olTei*s you extra value 
— because oi iLs t;xlra fowl 
i.Wiif.v. KrmemlteT. ton. Vdvectfl 
spreads lik«- huttcr^ Saves you 
tnotirv — vou ilon'l need butter 
with Velveeta, Pn»tcuri.«.ed and 
prnw^ssed for purity. Ask Inr 
Velveeta in its vellow 8 ox. 
[inckcL 



Velveeta 
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(arnation 



WITH 



All fruits . . . cherries . . . pJums . . . raspberries 
. . . any fruit in season becomes a thrilling 
laste treat when creamed with double-rich 
Carnation! Pure country fresh liquid Milk, 
heat treated and condensed to double rich- 
ness. Carnation Milk is rich as cream . 
much cheaper and more convenient to 
use. Give the family lots of extra 
nourishing Carnation with the pick 
of the season's fruit. . . . every day ! 



Just in time for the 

Fresh-Fruit Season 

NEW HANDY 6 OZ. 
TABLE SIZE TIN.. 



Enough lor the average family's daily use 
lor creaming fruits anil coffee. Simply 
punch and pour straight from the tin. 
Convenient . . economical Carnation 
Milk . . . always have several tins handy 1 





(arnation MILK 



I'.vapi/raietl '— lietlt Trcultd — hull ( i, am 
t.lqtihi Milk from Contorted ( »it>,v 



M>* SSS >our 



TEN HOME 
PLANS 

Listed below aire teo bousf's in i>ur 
Homes Service, published weekly from 
November 3 to January 5. Plans and specifi- 
cation* for each are still available for £1 1 -. 
This fine service is offered with the co- 
operation of "Good Housekeeping" magazine. 




urn 




No. 1 



Timber ■ and 
■littif . ottag.* with 
tile roof, tun ter/ofr. two bed- 
MjMVCf und ttudy. Eighteen 
tqutwrn u it I). nit gUTUg r. 



.» B c- a t h rr board- 

doping filr. Two bed- 
drn. Fourteen ttjunre* 
urii/iout the foundry (bvtow). 



.No. 



on 




» Dream toltnge of 

' °* vertical wfnlhff 

board. Two bedroom*, iw- 
in,; - room, one ttary only* 
Vinr-tPfn and a hrflf Hfuarrt. 



No. I 



Huitt on ■ 
tide, of reduruvd 

tiding or weatherboard, with 
front and hark termer** tlircr 
bedrttont*. Si xteen cojuirrrj. 




- r *irt* im,-t irtut- 

* >t*lr ranebhtntar. 

Two bfdrtMtmt wctl nwtr* from 
tiring querlerM. Fifteen 
*t t uurr» without the garage. 



Ttru - it or J 
nimir nirifS altrne- 
iive tquarc porch. Three bed- 
room*. «ne downatair*. 
Seventeen and a ha// irfiiarri. 




n». 



Dftignrd /<ir pmv 
Jivinjr and re- 
dured housework. Two bed- 
room* and dressing-room. 
ftfwtpifl mju art*, rn arm. 



No. 8 



Placed at an 
angle. Yrriieai 
wealherboard-und-itoue eon- 
*tru rt ion* Three bedroom *. 
Seventeen *a.i*arc* in arm. 




No. 9 



Compact u-l <:lri.:r 

hnnrd hnme for 
a umalt family. Tiro :*.-■/■ 
room * and *ffi.i- niir.(.n,p/ii. 
FtHirfrrn ijttd a ftnl/ tquarr** 



No. 10 



Coy m u d e r n 
hrirk house de- 
<i«rt<vf u'tffi big area* a/ j/om 
tt<alf«, big r-.d»m«. Three bed- 



PLANS ORDER VOUCHER 

A.W.W HOKtKS SEBVICE. 
Bo* 5252, U.V.O., SYDNEY. 

PIcik mpplr «nr romplrtr set l3 ropirs) of 

huildtnji pjau. mid ipeeifirMUoita for PLA> No 

for which 1 rrmil herewith £1/1/. |>> ntaac; orHVr or 
ponl«] note. 

1 am building ihrouih a tluildiuf Surielv or vVir 

Serric* ttoiiir» Division iinfi witl rrqaire , 

extra ropir-t. 



PLANS WITH <:ARE 



^'■mr 



\<ldr 



I Murk ■ ii,', ■ - . 



Sim* 
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Hrt&iWX PATTERNS 



PATTERN FOR BEGINNERS { 

F35 1 7. Britinncri pattern lor tiirn'i tailored } 
underpants. Size*, 32m. to 40in. waist, Require! 
J IJycU. 3ftin. material Sprtial price. 




F3. r tl^. Pretl\ yammer one-piece dreu dcttcitf d Willi a tool oval net.kUnr 
and o;iihrr<-il tkiri. Siaes. 12w In 3 Bin. bunt Requires 5<yds 36it. nutrr:;.: 

Price. 3/6. i 

FS5I4, Sleeveless bodice lop with tcooped-oui neckline i> combined wilb 
a ui'll.'d-oui iltirt. S(iv>, t.'in. m 18m. bun Requires 5vdi. 36ii». material 
Price, 3/6. 

F3Sl5.--Sm.TLI e,rr]*i lace-trimmed slip and pantlc set. SiwSS: lengths, Iflin. 
20in., 23in-, and 2 /in. for 2, 4, 6, and 6 ye art. Require* I {yds. 36in. material, 
fyd. 36m. lace, l^ydj j in. lace txtging. IJvds heading plus l^ydi. iin lalin 
ribbon Price compleie. 2/6 



F35]6 





• I. 'it- nrtt Aofinnji arr nvailablr for ttni* 

fix u - - from Hair of publication. 

No rWA — SMALL GIMJ/S PftKtiS 

Thfi drew li obLlvillHUIr cut tim rea-dy to mnkc in flora] dUKjr. 
with li while Lrim. The Qui or choleaj IntJiadth p.nt hJIl. blur, 
bath printed <ir * while ground. Sixes. Ifltn. lenixh tor 1 
inn 14 c «*«.&■:& mvd tetlfitmimi. i 3 rxua 201:1 
\ ■nwi.l: frjr 4 -.run,. ;5B PoHtaflc laid rr?aL-.lratir)]. I '] rstr* 
SJSn. lamjrt.h for 6 ytrnM. IT H. Fo'taje* and rsWiVsrjiCiun 1 (I 
extra. 21 in. leliaiji for a ]41 r Pontage and reffEStraltDn 

I tr extra. 



rha? aUraxLtvely rir?.urned eo*ei it attainable cur eu a . La tnaKe *nc 

ilrefjy Crated to r mbro.al* r. The nu.Lrr.aJ choice 1* crupj aod white lln#ri 
ir.ii headcloth In blue, grefn. jiink, Lemon, and deep cruam fliw. llln x 
I R.i p-.i - n-Aii-'i-.::- & ] pottier »d, Min Llnim. fl 13 pmllrv. w 

aim 

Ma. ■»— tttoowovkr 

The l.hrowver It oi>L ntrinh r cui nut ready to mak* ali-d clearly rrae#it M 
rniitr'.Hdpr In pink blue. Irmon. and Brwn organdie The lace, edge li not 
inpplied Bl " 1610. i MLb Price, 0 \ Pnitmr? «nd - rtlotl Pd eaira 



No. Ml. — TEN* l*J IHRE 

•:i..m-' •, ■.:,><! tennJb dree* hii. »li-r*und ; pet, Thr dr«u in omi.i, 
htjIp rui -ju 1 . ri*atdv '.a make in Vrtilte tiJquc on]). BLart. Jain nod. 34 Lu buAt 
W f; Mm; Mild Wn bun Ifl » PwtBjr and refllltr-vtinn, 1 p e x irn 

• wore" pkoii* motr n ifldun-d color trhocre. Wo. C.O.D Mm 




Incredible how 
soft and cool . . . 
Unbelievable how 
comfortable . . . 



undies made, 
from 
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You QQt most for your money 

with MWOH 

Fruit juices &Jefe 




COSTS CeSS THAN 2d A GLASS 

Mynor n thu rnoil >cononncdl *av to keep tKaia tfiirrty 
children hoppy... and to be wonderfully koiplloble. And 
Mynor i: *a eaiy to mai* — pjit add ie*d WCfter or wda 
and vs*u Kuve tha fins it drink you've -ever ftntsd 

MORE DRIN KS TO THE BOTTLE 

All THE FLAVOUR... ALL THB 

aoootfEss of mesr dowry mm 

No wonder Mynor n fomoui for flavour ... far into Mynor 
go*k tho fr«n puro juic* of orancjsi, lamant, pirvpopple. 
pauLE?nfriHl picked at the peek of perfection. No wonder 
Mynor il good for you . . . if* mod* from fruit rich m 
tl««nttal hooHh.grvinq vitamin*. 

WORE FRUIT JUKE ..MORE FLAVOUR 

eHOK£ Of ff DBJCtOUS FtAVOVRS 

Somn Hice lhii,.-icrnt like that ... but in Mynor there's a 
flavour to mit everybody. Chooie from FRUIT CUP — 
TOPS— ORANGE— LEMON — PINEAPPLE— RA5PBERRT 
- ST8AW8ERRV — LIME JUICE - PASITO - S.L 
CORDIAL - MILVAN MILKSHAKE CORDIAL 
MORE DRINKS TOTHE BOTTLE 



the jelly 
with the 
UNIQUE 
FLAVOUR BUD 




— ' Contain ctici»tntt« f mit 

k*m it fretk ui»til used $^ 

Inrido every poelOt of Mymv Fruit Jelly you ^K*j 

find tha unique Mynor flavour bud — r« 
Irquid frurl tealed m a lugor coofjna. No maitor 
ho» lent) Mynor Jelliei ilny on th> grocer's 
skeK or in your porrtry they remotn ai froiri, 
deliaout and lull of (favour o» the day they 
were mode. *oti mil find, toe. Blot Mynor 
Jellies dissolve in o minute and give you a 
cjoad firm tot always. Ail for Mynor Jellies 
todoy — they're topi for flavour". 

IN (J DELICIOUS FLAVOURS 

PISSOIVES IN 

60 $£COW$ 



mi 



MA.NDKAKE: Master magician, 
receives .« strange visitor, Mr. 
Simpson, author of the hook 
"Magic Is Hunk." Mandrake 
is aniusrd by Mr. Simpson's 
altitude to hi* magic and. 
gesturing hypnotically, he 
thoroughly confuses his guest. 



eUSMnUAftVl MAHOMKIPI**! CUPVT.' 



0 



THArtABASHFUt 
YOUNG MAN. ME'S 
8££AT TOTING f ASM 

hour id set up 

INOUOH HlRVe ID 
MIX TO THAT&RL 



Wwmb ailCKSTnfj£ MA 
■liEAWZ.MAIIDRAXt WTC«« 
WF OTMR PERFORM FSS. . . 





Il 




ukint*. him from the beach to 
the North Pull- and changing 
hU garden from a formal to 
;t tropical to an undrrsra 
one. As Mr. Simpson leaves 
hr Iran up hi- bonk, con- 
vinced hv Mandrake's magic. 
NOW READ ON: 







WOOW! THE 

THAT IrVAc A 
tJlOSF- OWE 



| LOOK ] f ,/uV,--) 




MnTr TRY. AT LEAST. 
THArt SOMLTHIMS &000 
PVE DOME. 6e5h--TtME 
FOftMf. 70(50 OMSTASt. 
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Teklon 

SUPER 
JYLON 




COSTS 

WMORE 
■/■ 





Y I'M 40 EXCITeP* I MEAN, 
I THE CKANCE4 I fOLUWT, 
AWVf TO WIN* 

- JU9T TWELVE rrtOfcfT 
<»EC0HtW ANP THET'LL BE 
PKA^INE^ F0(t 






All Australian Pri 



Jl^V 2n4 All Austrolion Pnzt 



3rd All Australian Pfize £15 
4th All Australian Prize £10 
JO- 6 Staff Prices I £5 to eoch State! £30 



1 On * Kheti of pup'T Q M*rt entry to Tlntrd.^ 

briefly demerit* in iwur ° p-fe Camp l-. 

own word* hov v&u fcw*r W W . Boi I4W , O-P-O * 

Usari TiFILn m ■ Hiubtar b*IOfr rWnmry ' 

mil ■ lad in.t MUD*) «L 1 Hi!. 

For 



*oj ex ftfnpu t ?>•■- 
bb: or colored mrrietttf 

miichtni I » tilt e]o 



uct mmUhtDf Irilfl clOLh bul t w ormtflUHl afttl full- 

SZ£" ^« , SJf 1 "»ii' , *^ii »«»■ «•""•'■. 

one* n pue etoh r, 'iln- Vili be An*!. Wuiitci* * (j 

- Off u4 wvM M nnuttm or m»ll uid t*. 



pound 

■ > fitenn *i 
you 



_ m ^Kiiij at m*uy *ntri«/ 
— M you rtnh, WirS 

HtU] uu n iep»rn.te ihtnl T Tn* attachment or lt>« 
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Ready I'D wear or cut out ready to make 

"NOI.A" — L^f-tnmnird brirfh AhtairidhLi in 
rnyun rrrpc-de-^hini', The color cHaicr include 
wliiir. pink, and Liu' 

Read} id Wean Size*, S5W, SW K .nd OS 
Po»u>(r «nd rcgiittattun. |/- pxirft. 

Cut Out Only: Sizw, SSW, SW, W, *fld OS. 

10/6. PoflUtfr and rrgiitratioa, t /- extra. 
"BHATHlUE" l-'urm -fit ting petticoat ilip obtain* 
flblr in rayon crcpc-dc'Chine. The color choice 
indudc» whic . pink, and blur. 



Ready to Wnr: Sizjei, Hin. and 
34in. hull, S7/3: Mill, and 38in 
bun, 39/13. Poitaf(e and r.-t-iv 
irjlian, 1/9 rxira. 
Cm Oul Only: Sizn, 12in. and 
3+in him. 27/6: Shin, and Wi... 
bun. 28/fi PtrtUgr and irgutra- 
liou, 1/9 r.xlr* 




ADHESIVE 
BANDAGES 



\l.l_Xls" Smart Amrrican-iiylr ihirt blo\i»r ohtainablr in while 
and CotoVcd piqur, Thr color choirr includM It-mon, pinlt. and blut 
Ready to Wear: Sbta Sl'in and 34in. bust, 36/1 1 . 36in. and Srtin. 
htiit 37/6, P(Htnp;r jnri rrgiMtation. 1/6 rxtra. 
Cul Out Only: Sim, 3Jin. and Kin. butt, 24/11 $6in, and 
Sflin. bust. 25/6. Po«taf;r nnd rrRiitration. 1/6 rxtra 

• /n>ldi«'i frttrkt are mra'tiahU Jar only *ix 
/ram d*rt< «/ pufof.rafiari. 

NOTF Plraif make a ifi'.VHft enlcr f*iiti« Hu COM orilnri 

HM 5J fo*ftli>n >"rthfft;i niaj Dr |nju»gcr*ff or oblMtned ai 
fmthian ralJ^ni Pfr (.fd Knrru Slr«(. u/r:m. 
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